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LEATHER POCKET WALLETS AND PENKNIVES WAITING TO BE WON! 


Here your Editor is pleased to answer questions and discuss topics of general 


interest. 
‘teil 


kick-off thie weok’ with 0 clever 

Greyfriars Limorick, which earns 

. for Philip “Robinson, of Feges 

Farm; Buriton, Potersfiold, ‘Hants, one 

‘of our splendid leathor pocket wallote. 
Hore it in: 


At Greyfriars School, I would mention 

‘That Snoop has no use for convention, 
‘While follows, resort 
To some outdoor sport, 

This (Forty young Dlade's "tn deten- 
2 


B way of a change, chums, we'll 


“Grand stuff, thes MaoNer yarns!” 
says the first letter I have opened this 
week, which comes from a reader who 
liven at Weybridge. Yes, and I can aanure 
him that they're going to remain “ grand 
‘taff.” “If you could only see the yarns 
D’vo got in store for him—but there, you'll 


‘m0 them all in duo course, and’ you'll 
Shoroughly agree with, thi” enthuaaatio 
oad flatter myself that I get the 


re 
very beat of authors for our paper, and if 
there is anybody who can spin s better 
arn than Frank Richards, or Geo. E. 
hester, I'd like to meet ‘him t 
‘This pane reader wanta to know if I'vo 


EVER HEARD OF A JACKAROO? 


+No, it's no relative to a kangaroo. He 
came’ across tho word in an Australien 
yarn the other day, and wants to know 
‘what it means, Any of my Australian 


readers—and their number is legion— 

Could tat Bim. “A "Fackarao mann « 
ing Toa ol ition who joins © 

Miata ‘to learn boop and cattle farming 
"The ext quory 


‘comes from a reader 


the coal wupply of this eountey will gi 
‘out moon, and, if 0, what will replace it 
fe a nouren of energy 1 


00n.’ 


time, but acie 
there is only euficiont coal in this country 
to last us about 120 or 130 years! After 
thet, vo shell hare to, find @ new source 
‘energy, 90 ‘which are now being 
mented with. 
fore long, we are likely to 206 
WATER, INSTEAD OF COAL 
‘used for generating energy. It is estimated 
that. we" ould. produce about. «million 
horse-power, which ie not much when you 
consider that the United States produces 
About twenty-eight millions. But the 
mont promising source of natural energy 
ie the ebb and flow of the tides. “When 
the tide comes in, it will be taken through 
turbines into huge reservoirs, and then, 
when it go0e out ogain, the impounded 


Don’t Delay, 
Get Busy To-day! 


Write to him: Editor of the ‘ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, 
Lid., Mectucay House, Farringdon Street; E.C.4. A atamped and addressed envelops 


ensure @ reply. 


water could be made to do work again. 
Be, even if “ Old King Coal” does let us 


MEX you cm to sonier ot 
Whee Se eas 
Soest 

A moet UTERpoTING LOE, 
ent See Gasearo aay teens 
Prt tlre tl pete 
arose ig lta 
le Cargo 
pee al 
new railplane which is claimed to be 
ablo to travel at 160 miles per hour, thus 
Sekar sateen te 
= 


den railway. Contrast that with tho 
locomotive of Stophonson, which travelled 
#¢ six miles per hour! And that was less 


than a hundred and thirty years ago t 


Bolore snswering any further queries, 
have & laugh at thie joke which has 

handsome pocket knife for: 
“Maawer Reader,” of 30, Alfred Street, 
Redear, Yorks. 


Offce-boy (applying tor 
Job) : “* Yes, I'm smart, sir. 
T've ‘won several] prizes In 
crossword puzzles and other 
competitions 
lately. 


loyer 


“That's all 
right ; but I want someone 
smart’ 41 ‘offee hours.”* 


was during 


to think that my girl 

ing to get shy, for it 
Tong. reccived a letter: 
from one of thom. However, thie week 
I have heard from Violet Raynor, of 
‘Thirsk, who wants to know 


HOW PERFUMES ARE MADE? 


‘These are made from essential cil 
which are extracted from’ flowere by 
Tubjocting them to diatillation swith water. 
Bat Teanmot advise my reader to attempt 
to make her own pecfuines, for i requires 
$a peeale de prodoce‘one pound of des al 

fuca*one pound of rose oll 
The epparatun is very Costly, and. thres 
or four dintllations ate necesaary betore 
the ol ja perfect. 


8 I havo told my readers before, 
the ciroulation of the MAGNET: 
ig not confined to the British 
Enpire, “There ore readers of 

‘ours in practically every country, and this 
week Iwas very pleased to receive a 


Of leather pocket 


letter from 


down, we shan’t be entirely left in the 


A READER IN SPAIN. 

Ho telle mo that Spain 

aking more and more 
in Britis 


“ gport 
Spain, is now on tho wane, 
and ils place is being taken 
by, guch sports, as Soccer 
and Speedway riding, 

T ‘am pled to hear it, 
because bull-fghting was a 
 pordice sd ‘of gamo at tho 

ib Df times, I'vo acon 
one bull-fight, and I can 
sesure you Tim ‘not anxious 
to seo-any more. My sym- 
Psthies are all on the sido 
of the poor horses, who 
invariably “get it in tho 
neck.” Besides, tha ‘are heavily 
loaded against. 'the bull, who is bound 
to be killed in any caso. 
to Torenlorn aro finding that if thoy, wish 

retain th rularity, they mart give 
up ‘bullighting and. become. dirt-taoe 
riders, ead one of them, who 
‘the name of Poto II, has already beeomo 


A STAR OF THE SPEEDWAY. 


My reader 
This was Clift 
riding’ with the Wemble 
this country. Good luck to hiro | He's » 
Plucky, young rider who halle from 

fddlesbrough, and who worked for a 
number of years us a window-drosuor in 6 
London store, Window dreasing wasn't 
exciting onough for Cliff, so I'm glad to 
vee he's. got his chanco’ of showing tho 
Spaniards how wo shift tho cinders in thie 
country t 
Don't forget, you readora of mine who 
0 abroad, I'm always glad to hear from 
‘on, end to paaa on any interesting in- 
formation you care to send along ! 


~ From one of my readers, R. W. (who 
gives no address) comes @ query 


OF INTEREST TO PHILATELISTS. 


He wante to join the Junior Phitatol 
Society, and asks me how to act about it. 
Ho should write to tho Secretary, Mitro 
House, Mitro Court, Fleet Street, London, 
E.C.4, and all information will be pont to 

im. ' If this reader had given mo hi 
address I would have handed on his letter, 
and ho would have received a reply. 


HAT’S your opinion of the 
resont series of Greytriare 
yams? ‘Tip-toppers, aren't 
they 1 And” there's” anotbor 

top-notcher coming next week, in: 


“THE HAND OF THE MANDARIN 1” 
By Frank Richards. 


Tho title alone should be sufficient to 
‘assure you that there is going to be plenty 
of excitement in tho yarn. So don’t mise 
it, chums, or you'll miss a dashed good 
thing. 

Tho **Groyfriary Herald" wil slvo be 

rong, to say not ‘our Fi 

Serial, which i generally” aoknowied 
to be’ one of the finest our old paper 
ever published. Our Special Rbymester 
‘will also bo in evidence, while jokes and 
Umericks, and my usual chat ‘will round 
off the programme. 


Cheerio until next wook, chumat 
YOUR EDITOR. 


along your Joke or your Greyfriars Limerick —or bath—ond win our wecful prives 
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PERILS AND ADVENTURES AHEAD FOR THE GREYFRIARS VOYAGERS ! 


ct ERE. off!” 
W merty party in 


ig oar. 

Horry Wharton Co. of the Gi 
friars Removo wore in tho best o 

‘A sun ber morning, 
car that hummod mezsily by 
hill, and the prospect ahead of 
over half the world; the chum 
Romove did not want more than that 
‘to buck them p 

‘The Famous Five wore thei cheeriost 
smiles, 


. “We aro” a 

is)” 
“Th 

marke: 


ams 
“Simply terrifio!” agroed 
Bob. "Not to say prepos- 


terous 
Tie, be, hal” Dealt, 
Ferrers ' Locke, at the Hi 


wheol, glanced round for a 
moment at, his cheery com- 
panions and smiled. 

‘Undoubtedly it was a merry party. 
(Thoro was, perhaps, one fy in tho 
gintment—a fat fy! Billy Bunter was 
in_the car! 

But Bunter was only going as far 
Folkestone. At least, that was what 
the other fellows thought. They were 
fe drop’ him when ‘they, boarded 

vhannel boat. beh orgs that was what 

19 other fellows though 

‘Bunter, perhaps, was thinking differ- 
ently. Thore wae’a sly glimmer in the 
little round eyes behind the big round 
spectacles, 

Bunter, perhaps, was not the pal a 
fellow could rely on in an. neren: 
‘But when it came to a tp to China, 
with all expenses paid, then Bunter 
‘could be relied upon to stick to his 
friends—if he could. Bunter was to 
be Sropped at Folkestone, but that, in 
Bunter's opinion, was » drop too much. 
‘He was not going to be dropped if he 
could help it. 


thrilling adventures, 


ar you fellowe——" 
‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life, 
old tat bean?” boomed Bob Cherry. 

— did you put any grub in the 
oy 

“Oh, my hat! Woe shall be at Folke- 
stone ine couple of hours, and you've 
only just packed away six brekkers onc 
‘efter’ another—> 

“Oh, really, Cherry——” 

Frank “Nugent laughed, 
duced a packet of toffee tom his po 
Bunter’ grabbed tho tolfec. ‘Then ho 
was silent, His silonce. was likely to 
Tatt exactly as long as the toffes. 

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked 
back at the white road stretching like 
2 ribbon through the green country- 
side. There were many cars on the 
ford, but none of them passed Locke's 


Daimler. of them kept pace with 
it, for Lock putting on plenty of 
speed. But a ren Mercedes had 


hung in the wake of the car ever since 
‘Wharton Lodge had been left behind. 


waste time packing bags and catching 
For a right royal holiday join up with 
arty Wharton & Co., en route for China and 
Billy Bunter’s with ’em ! 


“My estoemed chums—" 


‘Hurree Singh. 

oP ainktally om ua bei 

“T thinkfully opine that wo are being 
followed.” ae 
“Shouldn’t _ wonder,” 
Wharton. “Those blight 
after Wan Lung will ba 
eyes open, I expect. In 
Mr. Locke wanted them to know that 
the kid had left Wharton Lodge.” 

All oyes turned on the car behind. 
‘The poak of the driver's cap half 
hid his face, but whst the juniors could 


murmured 


seo of if, if had an ivory-sellow com 
plezion. 

“That dliver Chines!” said Wun 
Lang. 


“So they're after us already!" said 
Bob. “They're not letting the grass 

row under their tootsies. We've only 
lone about fiftecn miles so for—and 
how many is it to China?” 


About ten thousand!” said Harry 
laughing. 


a car following us, Me. 
Locke,” said Bob, 

Tho’ detective smiled. 

“A Mercedes?" he asked. 

Bob looked batk again. 

“I think 60." 

“Tt has foliowed us fzom Wharton 
Lodge,” said Locke. “I noticed it 
when np stacted.” 


“They mean to follow us to Folk. 
stone,” said Nugent. “If tho chap's 


ot hia passport on him, TE euppose jo 
Shall hove his Company on she’ boat.” 
7 say, you follows Bunter, had 


finished tho toffeo. “I say, don’t bo 
frightened,,, I'm coming to seo you of, 
you_know 


t Folkestone fone bo: 
rts, at this rate,” said 


c going a long way 
round, ansfows accord 2° 
tho last signpost, wo shall hit 
Groydon this way!” 

conten, 

The chume of the Remove sat up and 
took. notice, “as it were, “They. had 
taken it for granted thet the run would 
be direct tothe port where they were 
to take the boat for France—m straight 
then down 
fo Folkestone. ‘ras steiKing 
horti—on the London road. Te war 
truo that there was plenty of timo te 

; forthe etatt 
» te morning. 
But there would certainly not be toe 
much time if Locke was gong round 
By way of tho metropolis. 

Howovor, the Groyftiars party. tool 
it for granted that Ferrers Locke knew 
What he was aboot. 

‘Tho car humined on, faster ond faster. 
It was & good cer, end Locke knew how 
to get the best out of it. 

‘Hut at the same distance Uchind, the 
Mereedes hummned after it, keeping 
pace, ‘The Mercedes was =. good cat 
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too) and the Chineman who drove it 
was a, good man at the wheel. 
paAgsit and again the juniors looked 

‘They were entering into the excite: 
ment of the race; for raco it was, 03 
they realised now. Locke was trying 
to drop the pursuer. 

“I=I say, you fellows!” gasped Bun- 
ter, as the trees by the roadside whiszed 
past, as if past an express train. "I—T 
say, this is—isn’t safe. We're going too 
jolly fast!” 

“Gump out” suggested Bob Cherry. 


“Ha, ha, ha? 
I say, Mr. Locke, slow 
aay” 
junter 1" 
roared Bunter. “Jf you 


think I'm going to be killed just to 
please you, you're jolly well mistaken, 
see? “Suppose we run into a lorry?” 

“That's all right, you'll bounce off” 

““Supposo—suppose a tyre bursts—" 

“Yeurre more likely to burst than the 
tyres, considering the number of brel 
ers ‘you put away” 

“Supporo—oh dear! I say, stop! 1 
want to get out!” roared Bunter. 

“Ha, ba, ha!” 

Ferrers Locke may have heard Bun- 
ter, but if he heard, he did not heed. 
‘tho Daimler whizzed on at a terrific 
speed. Tt not only ate up the miles, 
but devoured them greedily. But still, 
in the mist of dust behind, the Mercedes 
hung on. ‘Tho juniors watched, with » 
thrill, ‘Pho terriflo speed of ‘th cor 
was exhilarating—to all except Bunter, 
Billy Bunter’s feelings wero expressed 
in a series of terrified yelps. 

“Where's tho Mercedes now 2” asked 
Locke, without turning his head. 

“Samo distance!” answered Bob. 

“Just tho same? 

“Just!” 

“Tho man's a. sticker,” said, Locke, 
he eased off. To ‘Bunter’s great 
rolief, ld raco slackened, “Woe 
shall ‘not beat him by speed. But pers 
haps thero aro other ways.” 

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter 

‘The car hurnmed on, at ‘a reduced 
spood. ‘The Mercedes behind eased off, 
keeping the same distance as before. 
Evidently it was the intention of the 
Chinaman to keep the cer in sight, 
and unless he could be dodged in the 
traffic nearer London, the juniors did 
not seo how he was fo be shaken off. 
But they were more than content to 
leave it to Forrers Locke, 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Shaking Off the Shadowers ! 
(yy SAY, you fellows—” 
I “Dry up, Bunter!" 
“But, look here, what are wo 
heading for London for?” de- 
manded Bunter peevishly. "I thought 
we wero going to Folkestone!” 
“How could you have thought that?” 
demanded Bob. 


“Eh! Didn't you think sot”? 
“Yes, I'did, but I don't see how you 
could.” 


“Why not, you ess?” 
“Because ‘you. haven't anything to 
think with, old fat man.” 
“You silly ass!” roared Bunter. 
“Ha all right, Bunter,” said Harry. 
“We shall get to Folkestone sooner oF 


later, and land you at your uncle's.” 
“He, he, hel” 
“Well, what, are you cackling at, 


sou fat image?” 
Bunter did not explain what he was 

cackling at. He had demanded a lift 
Tar Mseser Liseany.—No. 1,178. 


to Folkestone, for the ostensible pur- 
Pose of staging with hie uncle there, 

it a3 ho had no uncle at Folkestone, 
there would have been 


io way. 
And if we're «, tile late, all the 
better,”” said Bob. “I suppose you want 
to. please your uncle, dozt you, 
Bunter?” 
“Eb? Oh! 


You!” 


jase anybody 
jate—unless you 
|, of course.” 


‘The car swept round a bend in the 
road, and the Mercedes was lost to 
sight bebind for the moment. ‘Then, 
ddenly that tho car rocked, Locke 
shot into a cide-road between ro 
tall, loafy trees, It was a narrow lane, 
ough and rutiy, and the car rocked 
Jong it in = way that shook the juniors 
ike poss. Billy Bunter lurched off hie 
seat, but fortunately for Bunter, caught 
‘Nugent round the neck with a su 


flung arm. It was not fortunate for 
Nugent. Ho gave @ howl as Bunter's 
weight dragged him down. 

“Ow! Leggo!” 

yi ntisld ae BsPeny bat! "i any 
say me my bat! I say, 
you fellows! Oh crumbs !” 

“You fat idiot—” 

Ow! 


Nugent shook himscli free us the Ow! 
‘of the Remove collapsed on the floor. 
Bunter sat and . 

‘Tho Famous Fivo stared back eagerly. 
‘They had been out of sight of the 
Mercedes when the car turned so aud- 
denly into the lave. They guessed 
Locke's object, and wondered whether 
the pursuer would tumble to it, or 

would go rushing on along 


i kened speed; the Daimler 
glided gently on, up the, nutty’ lano, 
‘Pho thick troes hid the road behind, but 
the juniors heard the oar of’ the 
Mercedes as it passed tho end of the 
lane. There was another curve on the 
high road a little ahead, and doubtless 
the Chinaman took it for granted that 
Locke had picked up speed and gone 
on round that curve. At all events, 
was cortain that he bad not turned into 
the lane. 

“T fancy we've chucked that Chineo!” 
said Bob Cherry, grinning. 


“Oh, do shut up, Bunter!” 

“Ow! I'm bumped! I'm burt! 1 
think T’ve broken 8 rib 

“There's 4 good hospital 
stone. We'll drop you thers 
at your uncle's.” 

“Beast 

Bunter crawled back to his seat. It 
transpired that ho had not, after all, 
broken a rib. But he was in a very 
bed temper. Fortunately, that did not 


ec moderate speed th nego- 
t ierato 1° car 
tangle of lanes 


Folko- 
instead of 


Ferrers Locke smiled, 
“T fe shall not see the Mercedes 
again!” he said. “I have no doubt 


We gave the enemy the impression that 
wo were 


ing to London, and it is in 
hope, that they will look 


nt” exclaimed Bob, 

the big idea, was 
“That was the big idea,” assented 
errors Locke. “I as glad to let them 


“That was 


difficulties is th 


‘of casily beaten, 
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tee that Wun Lang had left Wharton 
Lodge, im order to remoye danger of 
further trouble im that quarter. But 

ere is bo need to apprise them that 
‘wo are starting for the Continent. ‘They 
Know nothing of Wun Lung’s intention 
to return home to China, and it is not 
for us to tell them.” 

“Good!” said Harry. “From the 
road you took, they must think we wero 
going to London. As soon as they find 
out that we've dropped them, they'll try 
up and down the London road for us.” 

“Probably |” 

“Then we're clear of them!" said 
Frank Nugent. 

“T hope #0,” said Locke, “But wo 
aro dealing ‘with mon who are not 

my boy. We are done 
the Mereedas now, 


with he hes ae all be 
ve ‘1 ‘on the Channel 
Tock, Sitbous talligg in with any more 
of the gany Mandarin Teng 


Wang is well vorved by hia agente in 
this country, and if they discover 
that, we aro heading for China, I have 
no doubt that our stops will be dogged 
every fodt of the way. We have dropped 
the rascal who watched us leave Whar- 
ton Lodge, and for the cest we must 
trust to fortune.” 

Eager eyes from the car watched the 
road’ ax they swept on through Kent 
in tho bright morning sunshine. 

‘Tho Mercedes was not seon again, 
and there was no sign of any other 
car picking up the pursuit, 

"They passed through Ashford and 
hummed on towards the const, It was e 
rolief to the minds of the Greyfriars 
felloms to wee no sign of an enemy on 
the road. One purauor had been 
deluded and shaken off, and they enter- 
tained a strong hope that they would 
succeed in getting on the Channel boat 
without pursuit, Bob Cherry remark 
that it would be a good joke on Tan 
Wang's emissaries, to bo crossing the 
Continent, whilo they were bunting for 
Wun Lung in London. 

But it was evident that Locko did 
not fecl assured of it. For it was pos- 
sible, indeed probable, that the enem; 
might guess what Wun Lung’s destina- 
tion really was; possible even that they 
liad learbed something of Mr. Wun 
Chung Lung’s cablo-to his son biddin, 
him eetura’ to China, Tt would no 
have surprited any of the party to iin 
themselves watched by slanting eyes 
when they reached Folkeston 

Ashford bad been left a long way be- 
hind when the juniors noticed « motor- 
bicycle on tho road. 

Tho rider of the motor-bike was 


goggled beyond ition, and it 
would have. been hard to tell whethor 
he was white, yellow, or black. 


befor 
tho juniors observed that this special 
zider was behind them milo after mile. 

Thea they began to watch him. Ho 
was letting his machine out to keep 
paco with the car, abd several times 
they saw him. taking reckless chances 
with the traffic coming up from the 
coast towns, 

‘Wharton determined to draw Ferrers 
Locke’s attention to him at last. Locke 
nodded and smiled. Ho had been 
watching the motor-bike for some time 
reflectod in the mirror that gavo him 0 
view of the road behind. 

“A spy, probably,” said Locke. |“ But 
wo shail’ soon eee. I have allowed 
plenty of time for making detours.” 
gan red ra the ada fond. acon 

jerwards, cutting across by a countr 
fane towards Peddlesworth, one of tbe 
Highest perts of the downs. 

he juniors, looking back, saw tho 
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motor-biko sweep round the corer « 
minute later. 

‘The exelist, apporentiy, was, bound to 
tho direction of Paddiésworth, i 
ins not shadowing tho car. But the 
Groyfriars fellows ‘wore pretty certain 
now that ho was shadowing them. 

From Paddlesworth, tho cer ran down 
to tho main Canterbury road, where it 
passes through Hawkinge, and Locke, 
turning his back on tho soa, drove up 
towards Canterbury. 

‘After the car hummed the motor-bike. 

Locks aworved to tho right through 
tho village street suddenly, and the 
motor-bike shot past on the main road, 
towards tho distant cathedral city 

But, fivo minutes later, as the car 
rovked by narrow bumpy’ lanos where 
the-branches of trees scratched the win- 
dows on either side, the motor-bike 
was hoard humming behind. 

“There's that sportsman again!” ssid 
Bob, “He's after us—no doubt of it 
now!” 

“None at, all,” agreed Wharton. 
“But how the dickens he picked us 
wor 

“He picked us up at Ashford,” said 
Ferrers Locke, “Wo were Watched 
passing through thet town. T fancy the 
man in the Mercedes used the telephone 
‘after wo gavo him tho slip, and thére 
wasa man in Ashford ready. They 
suspect that Wun Lung is leavin 
England, and thoy are keeping wat 
to make'sure! But we may beat them 


ot 
8 ‘Where the thump are we now?” mur- 
mured Nugont, staring from tho win- 
Gow, that nearly cracked as a branch 
dashed on it. 


\ 


\\\ 


As tho car suddenly rocked, Billy Bunter lurched in his seat. 


Pr ‘Ms arms round Nugent’s neck and dragged on him. ow! 
" round Toggo 1” Toated Nugent. 


__ “Beautiful sgenery, anyhow, though 
it's a tight Gt!” said Bob, 4 

Te ‘was undoubtedly tight ft in the 
lane the car was following. The way 
was too narrow for two vehicles to pass, 
and overhanging branches swopt the 
car, crackled on the windows, and 
brushed the baggage on tho roof. Up 
steep ascents, down dizzy declivities the 
car dashed, with a continual crackle 
from brushing branches. 

“Now if we meet a farmer's cart——” 
ufurmured Nugent. 

“Yar ht” 

“Hallo, ballo, hello! 
matter, Bunter?” 

“I-I say, you fellows, I—I don't like 
thist I, say, if we run into a farm 
cart—" 


What's the 


‘Tho car swept round a curve and 
slacked a little as several cows strolled 
in a leisurely way abead. There was & 
yelp from Bunter. 

“1-1 say, you follows, suppose we 
run_into 8 cow— 

“"The cow won't helf like it, if we 
do!” said Bob. “Let's hope, for the 
‘cow’s sake, that we shan't.” 

“You silly ass! Blow the cow! 1 
wasn't thinking of tho beastly cow! 
‘They oughtn’t tobe allowed to let cows 
walk about the road!” gasped Bunter. 

“My dear ass, there wore cows in thi 
part Before there were roads. It isn’t 
Cows wandering on tho rosds—it’s a 
road wandering into the cows’ pasture, 
We can’t abolish cows, you know,” sai 
Bob argumentatively. “It would be 
no_uso tzying to milk a motor-car!” 

“You ailly chump! Oh dear! I 


know we're all going to be killed!” 
wajled Bunter. © “E wish I” hadn't 
come. 


‘assed unanimously,” said Bob. 
“Ha, ha, hal” 
“Hallo, hallo, hall 
old. gate—open, Iuckil 
Almost hidden by foliage, an ancicut 
church looked out of tho ‘trees on 
chalky acclivity. ‘Tho old church of 
Hawkinge, if the juniors had happened 
to know it. Near by was a gato used (o 
close the road, which up to that spot 
was unfeneod’ from the surrounding 
pasturo Jand. ‘The gate stood 
open, though’ there was a notice on 


‘There's a jolly 


“Pleaso Shut ‘This Gate.” ‘Tho car 
glided Uirough tho gateway and 
stopped. 


Ferrers Locke jumped down, ran back 
to tho gate, and closed it. Ho del 
there for a few moments, then hurried 
back to the car and drove on, down a 
steep hill that led down into the 
Alkham Road. 

“My hat!” murmured Bob. The gate 
ought fo have been cloved to keop the 
cattle from straying down to the lower 
road, where cars wore many, but Bob 
was’ rather surprised that, Ferre 
Locke had delayed to close it in the ciz- 
cumstances. 

‘Down the hill, which was frighifully 


steep, the car went like a rocket. ‘The 
juniors looked back breathlessly. 
“There he is!” hooted Bob. 
‘Tho motor-biko came rushing up to 


the closed gate—and stopped. ‘The rider 
scrambled off to open the gate 
The juniors saw him fumbling at it, 
and bo was still fimnbling when the cat 
shot out of tho hilly lane into the 
‘Tae Micxet Liszany.—No. 1,178. 
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Allham Road and spun om tonarés 
Folkestone once more. 

“Te is good-bye, I think,” 
Ferrers Locke. is 2 

“hat gato won't stop him long, will 
it?” asked Bob, 

“I think so 

“But how-—— 

Locke laughed. 

"T locked it with a stecl chain and 
padlock when I closed it,” he said. 
“T'did not start unprepared for a chase, 
That gate will not ‘open very easily.” 

‘Oh crumbs ” 

“TE our friond gets thet gate open 
in ten minutes he will, be a. quick 
worker,” said Locke, “and in. ten 
minutes now wo shall be in Folkestone.”” 

‘Tho juniors chuckled. 

“Gates across the lanes in remote 
rural districts axe sometimes o trouble 
to a motorist,” remarked Locke. “But 
they havo their uses! I think we have 
seen the last of our friend.” 

The Boker Street detoctive was right. 
Nothing moro was seen of the man on 
the motor-bike, and the car ran into 
Folkestone unpursued. 


THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

In the Chops of the Chann 
HE siren filled the air with 

i raucous din, The gangway was 
off, and the steanier began 


to move, ‘The Channel boat was 
crowded and in the crowd were six 


heer; ish faccs—thoso of Harr 
Wharton & Co, and Wun Lung, the 
Chince." Until "the boat started’ the 


juniors had stayed below, to keep out 
‘of sight of any spying eyes that might 
have been watching from the crowd 
ashore. But as the boat throbbed out 
of the harbour, they came back to the 
deck, to watch’ tho white cliffs of ORL 
England, which they were not to seo 
again for a long time. 

"The shore became a blurs bine waters 

throbbing, steamer. 

id Bob Cherry. 
terrific!” 

“Next stop, Boulogne!” said Bob. 

“Now wo're safe, J may a9 well own up 

that I never really believed that Bunter 

would come unstuck, 

ad to stop at Folkestone,” 

"Ho told us his uncle was 
there.” 

“Which looks as if his uncle wasn’t,” 
remarked Johnny Bull, “as Bunter's 
statements generally go by contraries.” 

“Blessed It didn’ expect him to try 


"I suppose they wouldn't let him on 
the boat without @ ticket—and ho 
couldn't travel without @ passport, any- 


how. Still, Pm rather surprised ‘to be 
Dumterless 

‘The juniors chuckled. Perhaps Bob 
wan not the only member of the party 
who had wondered whether Billy Bua- 
ter planned to stick. 

But the fat junior bad shown no sign 
of that, "He had taid goodbye to the 
chums of the Remove, oily mentioning, 
that, a3 he had-como away. in, such a 
Ines "he had: forgeten to, bring any 
money with bim.” Whether bo had any 
to bring, if he had remembered, was 
Sather, mater, "But" with tbe taney 
prospect, of not seeing’ Bunter again 
for weeks and weeks and weeks, the 
chunis of ‘Greyfriars had ‘felt quite 
kindly towards the fat Owl, and they 
had shelled out generously. IC was rather 
‘Tur Macxer Lismany—No, 1178. 


day, and none of the party felt any 
of the inward uneasiness that 20’ often 
the passage of 


amile on the detective's face. 
“Feeling fit?” he asked, 

“Fit as @ fiddle, ‘sir? said Bob, 

Bunter would bo seasick if he was 

here—but Bunter’s come unstuck.” 
“‘The fitfulness is terrific,” remarked 

Hurree Singh. “The esteemed sea. 

breeze would” give anyono esteemed 


fi 
‘Hs, ba, be!” 

“You think we | dodged — those 

blighters, Mr. Locke?” asked Nugent. 


ferrers Locke nodded. 
“I think 60,” he answered. 


“We 


wore not, I.think, watched coming on 
But it is very probable, 
ll guess why we 

's good 
val 


the steamer. 
of course, that th 
camo in this direction. We ha 
start of them, however, and we 
loro no time ‘crossing Brance to Ms 
seilles.” Tf enyono follows us 
next boat, we shall be well abead.”” 

“And it Marseilles ——* 

“There wo be picked wp by a 
yacht; after which they" will not find it 


easy (o keep track of us on tho sea—if ti 


they follow us as far’ as Marecilles. 
But if you youngsters are feeling fit we 
may as well fancb on the boat; we go 
straight to the train on tho’ French 
side. 


“T will join you presently,” added 
Locke; and tho juniors wens’ down to 
the dining-room. 

‘They guessed that Locke intended to 
take a look at the passengers on deck. 

There were already & good man; 
people lunching. But the jimiors were 
shown an empty tablo. by an obliging 
tteward, and they started lanch with & 
good appetite. 

“Oh, my hat!" 


ejaculated Bob 


erry. 
The whole party gave a convulsive 
start. 


From a neighbouring table « fat and 
familiar voice squeaked: 


at one another. 
round in the direction 


gasped Bob Cherry. 
There wes Bunter! 

is mapkin tucked under his fat 

chin. Bunter ‘was going strong. The 

debris on the table fetore him indicated 

that ho had started early. But at such 

functions Bunter, fhongt an_ early 


starter, always finished fate. He was 
not dono yok e 
Vai ero’s that pudding?” 
“Yessir! Coming, sir!” 


Bunter did not scem to have observed 
tho. juniors. His attention was too 
busily occupied. 


“Well, my hati” said Wharton 
fintly. 
“Bunter! 


“Tho Bunterfulness. is terrific!” 
“How the thump did be get on the 


boat?” 
“He hasn't = ticket! Mr. Locke's 
but he hasn't 

ot —” 


got us on his 
fat igi 
‘Bob Cherry rose from tho table and 


got Bunter. 


he guessed he would be up to some trick, 


THE MAGNET 
walked Banter. had 
Seared his pudding’ aor, and ua 


getting busy 
“You Fat chump—" . 
Bunter blinked up st him and 
grinned. . 
“What are zn doing on this boat?” 


"Eb! Pm having lunch.” 

“How did you got om, you fat 
dummy?” 

“Walked.” 

“You—you crass ass! You have to 
show a passport before you're allowed 
to Jand in France! 

“That's al! you know,” | answered 
Bunter caimly. “You don't, need a 


Passport for a day-trip ticket. 
“Ama rip ticket!” ejaculated 
pat? aarti i 


"Yes, old chap! I've got, a trip 
ticket for a day in Boulogne.” 
Oh, im 
“He, he, ho!” chortled Bunter. 
“Groodgh !" Hoooogh! Ooooh!” 
‘There was too touch pudding in 
transit for Bunter to chortle success- 
fully. He choked and spluttered. 
Bob Cherry returned to the junior 
and sat down, They proceeded 
h their lunch, 
“ "The fat dummy's got 
said Bob. “Day trippers 
to land ‘without 


day ticket 
e allowed 
assports, Blessed if 


And wo lent him the 
p*ejaculated Wharton. 


crumbs! We might 


havo 


‘e’ve financed him, and he's here !' 
ined Bob. “I was surprised that 

camo unstuck eo easily! Tho fat 
jain had this in his mind all tho 
me. 


ticket to’ Boulogne 
the way to Hon 
comfort,” tai 


Kong, 
Sohntty Bull 
“Bunter was still lunching when the 
juniors went back to the desk.” Bunter 
was in fun owing parting 
Toans tho juntore had’ mado, under. tho 
misaken impression that’‘they wero 
seeing the last of Bunter. 

Regardless of tho Channe) and ita 
treacherous ways, Bunter was stacking 
away one lunch after another, with & 
happy, beatific smile’ on face, 

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled about 
tho deck, and watched the white cide 
of France rising into view in the 
distance, as the steamer churned on 
towards Boulos 

In the of the Channel tho 
water was rougher, and tho steamor 
rolled a little; and one or two pas- 
sengers betrayed signs of uneasiness, 
Presently, az they passed huddled 
heap ins deckchair, the juniors were 
startled by hair-raising groan. 

‘They looked round, quite alarmed. 

It was only Bunter! 

_His faco was white, his jaw was drop- 
ping; and on his podgy faco was ® look 
of suffering that might have 
a heart of stone. 

“Sea-sick, old fat bean?” asked Dob 
kindly. 

Greaa! 

“You packed away rather too much, 
you know.” 

Groan! 

“Poor old Bunter!” 


roan! 

Harry Wharton & Co. had been feel: 
ing powerfully inclined to kick tho 
Owl of the Remove, on finding him 
aboard the Channel’ boat. “But thoy 
were compassionata now. Tt was only 
too evident that William George 
Bunter was suffering for his sins. All 
the. Tunches ho had disposed of. wero 
in disagreement with Bunter, and with 
‘one another. 
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“Like a glass of watez old fatty?” 
asked Bob. 


roa 
Boh fetched « glass of water. Bunter 
sipped it, with 2 lacklustre eve. He 
kod ‘at the juniors mournfully 
through his big spectacles. Tho water 
seemed to afford him little relief; and 
he dropped the glass. It dropped on 
Bob's foot, and swamped his shoo. 

“Ob, yoii fathead!” exclaimed Bob. 
Fellows who did Bunter good turns 
often had roason t> repent it, 

“IT say, you fellows,” moaned 
Bunter, ina hollow voice, “I—I'm 
‘ying ! It fool it! I—T'm oxpiring !” 

“You might have expired before you 
‘dropped that glass of water on my foot, 
ag, sily as " 

“Beust | I—I—groooogh-ooooogh !— 
Ym dying!” moaned Bunter. “II 


“declare,” and chalked the bags, hardly 


Seats had been Hote choad ‘in the 
‘and tho. party soon found the, 
osited their bags on the racks. 
was not. starting. immed: 
Atels, and the juniore clustered “at tho 
door and windows and looked out at 
the busy, crowded platform. 
Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
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sticking—or trying to stick! He seemed 
to have recovered from his eea-sickriess, 
and ho was busily hunting the Grey: 
friars party along tho train. ‘They 
watched him from tho window with 
some interest, A French porter bore 
down on Bunter, seeing a short-sighted 
foreigner in difficulties, and doubtless 
seonting 8 tip, : 

“Monsieur cherche quelqu'un?” he in- 
quired. 

Bunter blinked st him, 

At Greyfriars, Buntor'e French was 
the worst in tho Romove, But tho 
best French in the Remove was, not 
particularly useful in France, With 
the obstinacy which is a well-known 
characteristic of foroigners, the French 
persisted in speaking @ language quite 
different from that acquired so labori- 
ously at Greyfriars. Buntor had been 
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wish I hadn't had the third pudding 
rhaps it was 
yeen the 


Ow! But—but 
It might have 
lum-cake~or the seed-cak 
fiaps it wos tho ham! Ort 
“My only hat!” (age Wharton. 
‘he chums of the ‘Remove turned 
away, ‘History way repeating itsoll; 
and they left Bunte> to it. 


‘THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter, Too! 


BABEL of veices, iaiiae, of 
machinery, a host of blue 
Hloused “porters, descending on 
the ship like locusts. ‘The Grey- 
friars voyagers had at 
Boulogne-sur-Mer. ‘ 

‘Tho juniors picked. up theie_ bags, 
and followed Ferrets Locke ashore into 
the “douane,” where a polite official in- 
quired whether thoy had anything to 


arrived 


“What—" 

“His nibs again!” grinned Bob. 

“Oh, my hat! Bunter!” 

yh lit form, with fat faco adorned 
ir of spectacles, rolle 

ak platform, "Bunter "blinked 

to the right and blinked to the left. 


“The howling idiot!” gasped Whar- 
ton. “Does he think he can travel in 
France without a ticket and without a 


grunted 


Johnny Ball. 
“Hlurreo Jamset Ram Singh shook his 
dusky head. 


inkfulness_of the esteemed 
not terrifie,” he remarked. 
“But his absurd stickfulness “is pre- 
posterous.”” 

‘There was no doubt that Bunter was 


in France before, and he had beon far 
from satisfied with tho pronunciation 


of the natives, It was undoubtedly 
very. different from his own. 
“What ?” he asked. 
“Monsieur chercho quelque-cliose 2" 
_, The potter was only asking Bunter 
it he was looking for somebody or some- 
evidently he was. But he 
mado the mistake of not speaking 
a Greyfriars pronunciation. 
“‘Kelker, what?” asked Bunter irri 
“Look hero, hi 


ably. 


the juniors in the train, and they were 
rather glad that Ferrers Locke had 


e along the corsidor. They fancied 
he might not have beon gratified 


fin 


‘st hearing bimeelf described 2s « long- 
legged blighter with a jaw like « vice. 
“Comment?” ssked the porter, which 
‘only_meant “what.” 
“Common! Ye, @ rather common 
lot,” said Bunter. “Regular Bank 


Holiday crowd, to tell you the truth. 
One's a nigger.” 

“Comment?” 

“Yes, D've told you they'ee common— 
‘rightfully common, the lot of them?” 

Bait 


‘Who's talking about playing” 
‘till when? 
that do you 


“For 
Have you seen six fellows—one of them 


Y 
goodness’ sake, talk sense! 


a Chinaman, and one a nigger?” bawled 
Bunter." Bunter suffered from the com- 
mon delusion that by shouting, a for- 
cigner could be mado to understand. 

"Je, ue comprends pas, “monsiour!* 
said the porter regretfully. 

“Comprong be blowed, and I'm not 
talking about my pa don't call him 
a, cither, but pater! Have you seen 
tix 


“Ha, ha, hal” 
‘That roat of laughter caught Buiter's 
‘ears, and he blinked round and sighted 


tho, "iaughing: facen at the ‘train win. © 
fy 


io. fe 
“Well, Til take the next, £ don’t 
gare about keeping with 
in tho porters have 
‘common lot. ‘That porter chap 
id $0." 


vost be ee 
our day ticket,” 
z “He, he, ho!” 
“TH you" got, on. this train, oir as, 
you'll fond Sn trouble. Tripper aren't 
allowed to over-stay their time. You 
may be run in by @ gendaeme.” 

“Tm se oe as Pari 


said 


Bunter, calml 
as T ike? I was going to honour you 
fellows with my company! Well, now 
T'von’t! Go and eat coke!” 

Bunter rolled along the train, Having 

satisGied hiraself that the Greyfriars 
party were on it, Bunter clambered 
‘on it, too. Leaning from the window, 
Bob Cherry watched him clamber into 
the train come distance down. 
“The fat idiot’s got, in!” he said. 
“The burbling ass!” said Harry. 
“Ho will got into trouble! But I sup- 
‘pose there's no stopping hi 

“We could walk along tho train and 
cluck him off !” suggested Johnay Bull. 

Harry Wharton laughed. ‘There was 
no doubt, that Billy Bunter was an 
exasperating ass, but he was not in- 
clined to use such drastic methods of 
dealing with him, The Qwl of tho 
Remove certainly had right to board 
tho Paris train if ho liked. Ho was 
fairly certain to land into trouble, bu 
that was bis own business, He 
putting his fot person on the train at 
owner’ isk, as it were. 

“They'll chuck him off when they End 
ho, hasn’t a ticket,” said Nugent 

“T dare say ho hae a ticket—as wo 
were asses cnough to fix him up with 
fin, at Folkestone,” grunted Jobnoy 


“Well, if ho has, he’s free to travel 
‘Tue Micwer Lunanr.—No. 1,178. 


ppose I ‘can do be 


Ferrers Locko, in the train corridor, 
glanced in, doubtless to meke sure that 
sll his charges were safo on the train. 
‘Then ho strolled slong the corridor. 
Hasry Wharton & Co. sat down, and 
the train glided away from Boulogne. 
They were so was William 
George, Bunter—though what Bunter 
was going to do when they arrived st 
Paris. was rather a mystery. 

‘Tt was clear, by this time, what Bun- 
tor’s ultimate’ objective was. Ho was 
bound for China with the Greyfriars 
party—if he could 1 But it 
‘was 8 long, long way to-China! 


‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Tries It On! 

ELLY BUNTER geinned. 

He was feeling good. 

Sitting in a corner seat, while 
the landscape of ‘Northern France 
by ‘the windows, Billy Bunter 
"The beade'tbeught they were, goin 
to leave bim ren Bunter thought 
‘they weren't! It seemed that Bunter 


was tight, #0 far! 
Cortainly the fat owl had shown con- 
siderable estuteness in. getting over the 
Grst difficulties. He had succeeded 
crossing the Channel and landing im 
France without passport. T! 
ter considered, was rather a triumph 
of cleverness. 


B 


whirled 
inned 


ling without a passport was 
‘whole scries of officials 


ind, of course, 
lind to the fact that criminals 
have the 
But Bunter 


troubles half way? Besides, 
of his fat mind, Bunter had 


at the bac 
no doubt thst Harry Wharton & Co. 
‘would see him through somehow, if bo 
landed “in trouble. 


‘Bunter was in a frstcloss carri 


He liked the comfort of it. He ha: 
third-class ticket, for he did not like 


led down comfortably and 
closed his eyes behind his big spectacles 


and dozed. * 

‘Ho was awakened after a time by a 
tap on the shoulder. 

"Beast! Lemme alone!” murmured 
Banter. 

“Monsieur!” 

“Oh dear, is that some beast! 
Frenchman?” gronted Bunter unwill- 
ingly opening ‘bis eyes. 


A man in uniform had come into the 
carriage from the corridor. Bunter 
guessed that he was the conductor of 
the train, and wondered whether he 
wanted tO look et the tickets. Bun- 
tor’s experience of railway travelling 


THE MAGNET 
was, that there were altogether too 
many beasts wenting to look at a feb 


» low’ ticket, Bunter teldom liked show- 


ing up his ticket on « train. Sometimes 
be hadn’t one, and when he had one it 
was erally of the wrong class. 

“Whst do you want?” asked Bunter. 

“Montrez votre billet, s'il vous plait, 
monsiour.” 

“Non comprong!”” said. Bunter, im 
hija French, which made tho conductor 
give a sort of convulsive start 

“Billet!” repeated the native. 

“What on earth docs mean by 
‘bee-yay’? murmured Bunter, “ 
say Go away! T want to £0 © 


Bunter closed his eyes: 

He hoped that the man would leave 
bim in then. But the man did 
Rot leave him in peace. 

Ho shook Bunter roughly by th 
shoulder, and the Ow! of the Remove 
re-opened his eyes irritably. 

Look hero!” Chuck it!" snapped 

1 


Bunter. “Go and eat coket 
Shut up!” 
“Lo billet” 


A“ Fronch passenger, who spoke 
Englieh in. tho way that Buntor spoke 
Freneh, kindly interposed. 

“You sall produce one, tickey, isn't 
it?” said tho passenger. “You sall not 
gnderstand, Tt needs to produce one 

‘Unwillingly Bunter produced his 
ticket. ; 

‘The conductor immediately burst into 

culations. Hoe signed to Bunter to 
follow him from Bunter 
at tight, 


monsigur ” said the, eon: 
Pit vous plait! Suives 
"Voyex, monsieur, 
faut. cherchor une 
70 cartosse | Comprenez 1” 
Good-bye unto 
“Uno autre carresso I” hoated the con- 


ductor. 600 

‘Bunter was aware that troisiemo classe 

third-class; but he did not choose 
He shook, his head. 

-spenking passenger 


roisiome tickey!" he. explained, 

“You make one sir | Zia one 
‘ono premier ol 

non, as you say 


wrong, 
“Monsieur, voulez vous 

de me suivre?” demanded 

who soomed to be getting 
ae comprong |” saic 


Bunter ‘choer- 


nese of him to follow)” exi 


passenger. 
“What does he want me to follow him 


fh 
ne Ho say via sega Bere ee go: 


troisieme classe—ecarch 
third-olase,” sair, parceque—because— 
tickey he third-class.” 

ane0e% Monsiour ” hooted the con- 


iuctor. 

“Look here, I don’t understand you,” 
said Bunter. “You go and leave's 
fellow alone, seo? Shut up!” 

But the conductor declined either to 
shut up or to leave Bunter alone. He 
fixed grasp on a fat shoulder and 
jerked Bunter to his feet. 

‘Venez I” he hooted. 

“He say, ‘Come’? said the passenger. 
“Tt needs 2at you come along wiz him, 
monsieur! | Yes!” 

“Leggo!” hooted Bunter. 

« Vonez |” . F 

Bunter had.no choice, about going. 
The conductor, having failed to make 
bim understand words, procecded to 


EVERY SATURDAY 


“Its the tenth door ——” 


“Very good 1” returned the Chinaman, Billy 


Buntor’s fat heart thumped as he realised the Chinee was a spy on the Greyfriars party. 


at | 
With the conductor pushing hign from 
bohind, Bunter had to “allez.” He 
rolled discontontedly along the corridor, 

the doorway of another first-class 

where the Famous Five and 
gant, ‘The sliding door was 
gpen, and r jammed his fat person 
in the doorway. 


“T say, you fellows—" 
“Burs off, Bunter 1” 

“Allez!” roared the conductor. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! 

iot in & row already?” 


third-class ticket. Filthy foreignet 
eailway, old fat boan.” You'd better 
alley?” grinned Bob Cherty. 

“Tsay, you fellows, if you pay some- 
thing om my ticket—" 

“Why can’t you pay on it yourself, 
you fat villain?” 
“Well, I don’t want to waste money,” 
‘id Bunter. “I don't believe in chuck- 
ing money away, especially among these 


boastly foreigners!” 
“Ob, my hat |” 

¥, you fellows—— Oh crumbs! 

‘you foreign beast!” roared 


Bunter. 
‘But the foreign beast did not let go. 
Perhaps ho felt that he had expended 


gnough time on Bunter. | He, gras 
the Owl of the Remove by the collar 
and jerked him out of the doorway. 
Bunter disappesred slong the cor 
ridor, propelled from behind by the 


Ts that fat j 


ou can’t expect to, bilk the ~ 


conductor, and followed by a howl of 
laughter from the Greyfriars fellows 
“Owl | Beast! Leggo" shouted 
Bunter, “I say—oh dear|—I eay, Mr. 
Locket” Ho was propelled into a tall 
gentleman in tho corridor, and. reco: 
nised Ferrers Locke, who stared at him: 
in astonishment. “Tsay, Mr. Locke, tell 


this Blthy foreigner to leggo” 
“What are you doing on this train, 
Banter?” 
“1—I'm going to Pai 
“Nonsense!” 


X suppose I con go 
Some of my titled 
ig there! I sas—” 
Mr. Locke walked along tho corzidor. 
Ho was not_ disposed, 


ney along the train, stared at by the 
‘occupants of all the carriages ho pased. 
Ho was landed at last in the corridor 
adjoining tho third-class section of the 
train; and there the conductor, after a 
volley of French, left him. 

Beast (” gasped Bunter. 

And he rolled into » third-class com. 
partment, boiling with wrath and indiz- 
nation. 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER, 
‘The Spy on the Train! 


“ MIENS 1!” 
called out the name of the 


station in Greck for all that 
it conveyed to Billy Bunter. 

not sure whether ‘they 
“Amyang” or “Um-yung” or 
yong.” But none of the three was 
‘enlightening. 

He blinked out of the window of his 
third-class carriage. at endless platforms 
and crowds and trains, ond wondered 
whether he pad errived at Pacis. 


Bunter had not gone to sleop again, 
The, hard wooden ‘seat of a third-claas 
carriage, especially « French third-olass 

carriage, did not conduce to, slumber. 
Bunter blinked at the other two or 
three passengers in his compartmacnt, 
of course, wore all French, and 


wwe got to Parity 
nent?” asked a polite nativo, 
“Paris?” asked Buntor. 

‘The Frenchman looked puzzled. He 
did not soem to recognise the name of 
his own capital city—as pronounced by 


“Plait "il2” he asked. 
“Oh dear! They don't even undor- 


stand their own language. in this 
country!" grunted Bunter. “Paris? Is 
this Baris?’ What?” ‘Thon ho suddenly 


remembered that those absurd foreigners 
Pronounced the word in a different way. 
‘ What? Paree?” asked 


The Frencbman smiled. He under- 
stood now. 
“Pas encore, monsieur,” he answered, 
“Pas encore?” repeated Bunter. “Ta 
the name of the station or what! 
Tsay, I asked, you if this was Paris—I 
moan, Parco?” 
Pas encors.” 
‘The Fronchn 


the train was less than half way’ to 


Paris, Buntor wished that he had given 
a little more attention to Monsieur 
Charpentier’s instructions, in the French 
class at Greyfriars. 

“Pas encore?” he asked. 

“Oui, monsieur, pas encoze 1” said the 
passenger. 

“Well, if this is Pas encore it can't bo 
Paris!” ‘said Bunter, and he sat back 
again, satisfied that he had not yet 
reached his destination. “Thanks!” ho 
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added. “I mean, merey |” 
uow that in royce thoy say 
when they mean “Thanks!” 
axe, tho word a purel 
uneiation, tho polit 
eft to guess his meaning. 

‘The, door on the side of tho platform 
opened and a new passenger came up the 
Stoop stops., “Another man, who was with 
him, remained on the platform below. 
Bunter's fat legs were strotehed across 
the doorway, and he grunted and 
gathered them in. ‘The train was stop- 
Ping for somo minutes more at Amiens, 
and’ the man who had entered the car- 
riage remained in the doorway, speak: 
ing to his companions on the platform 
below. 


Ho "jammed against Buntor’s fat 
noes as he stood there, and the Owl of 
the Remove blinked at bim surlily. 

‘Then he blinked again, as he noted a 
yellow face with slanting eyes. ‘The 
man who had just got in was a China 
man, 

Bunter breathed quickly. 

Tho man was well dressed in European 


Bunter 


British pro- 
rrenchman Was 


clothes, and ‘certainly looked as if he 
could ‘afford to travel first-class. If 
he was a spy watching the Greyf 


party, however, it was likely that 
would select @ pert of the train 
distance from them and out of their 
observation, 

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Bunter 

‘tho Chinaman had flashed a swift 
glance round the carriage with his keen 
slanting eyes, Bunter felt a momentary 
tremor, But the swift searching glance 
passed over him unheodin 

Bunter blinked throu 
at tho man. standing below. This man 
was not a Chinaman; he looked French. 

After all, there wore plenty of China- 
mon in Franco, and. {t was not sur- 
Pprislug thot one should get on the train. 
Jectaunly the sight of Bunter had had no 
eilfoct 0% 


Still, Bunter gave the 


ieaning 
and his voice was low,” But 


he spok 
tho owl of tho Remove caught the 


words. 


“Tout @ fait sur, monsieur! Qui 
fue!” aid the man on the platfor 
"One tall gentleman and — 


ix 
‘One of them Chinese” 
Mais ouil Yes!” 

‘And one of them dark?” 

“A Hindu, monsieur.” 

Phen there is no mistake.” 

Pas du tout! Monsiour can bo 
assured that his friends ere on the 
train” said the Frenchman. “They 
travel. first-class—it is the dixiome—it is 
the tenth door—” 

“Very good?” 

‘A twenty-frane note passod from the 
Chinaman’ to the Frenchman, and tho 
latter touched his hat and ‘departed. 
‘Tho Chinaman set down in tho seat 
beside Bunter, 

Billy Bunter's fat heart was thumping 
now. 

‘Tho man si 


beside him was a 


spy, on the Greyfriars party! ‘There 
could be no doubt about that! The 
description of the party seltied the 


int. 

Evidently the Chinaman had received 
word, probably by telephone, from the 
‘spies who had been thrown off the track 
on the other side of tho Channel, a: 
was directed to watch the Paris trai 
for them, ‘That ‘was why he had got 
on at Amiens, 
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And with careful cunning, he had not 
looked for the party himself, but had 
employed one of the “touts” about the 
station to look them out for him. 

Bunter, evidently, he know 
nothing. Tt was the description of the 
Pag, that ad gone on the boat that 
iad been conveyed to him, and Bunter 
had not been with them’ then, No 
doubt. the motor-cyclist who hed been 
left stranded on the hill at Hawkinge 
hed ppursuad inguiries at, tho harbour, 
‘end learned of the party that had gone 
on the Channel steamer. Anyhow, it 
was certain that Wun Lung’s enemies 
were oa the track gain, and that an 
emissary of the Mandarin Tang Wang 
was now sitting beside Bunter. 

Bunter sat very still. 

‘The Chinaman beside him was a spy— 
boot ag fkely a nok ba vas, an ‘ossassing 
too. Eor it was the life of the eon o 
‘Won Chung Lung that was sought, by 
order of the mandarin in far-off Chine. 

Bunter's heart was thumping quite 
unplessantly. 

is only comfort was, that the China 
man eyidently did not know him; in 


deed, did not, even know that he was 
English at ‘He gaye Bunter no 
tention what ‘as he sat beside 


id the train rolled out of Amiens, 
But if he guessed, if he suspected, 
Bunter wondered what would happen in 


that case, A shiver ran through hie 
fat limbs. 
‘For a long timo Bunter sat without 


motion as the train rattled and jorked 
on it’s wag. to Paris. He kopt his fat 
faco turned to the window, fearing 
‘every moment that tho slanting eyes 
might-turn on him suspiciously. 
jut tho Chinaman gave him no heed. 
Ho liad unfolded a newspaper and was 
holding it up as'if to read, but Bunter 
knew that he was shielding his face 
from the view of anyone who might 
pass in the corridor, 
Uneasy ag ho was, a fat grin stole 
over Bunter's face. 


‘ingral 
scarcely turn him down afterwards, Tho 
unexpected advent of that Chinaman 
might turn out very lucky for Bunter. 
jut he not venture to leavo his 
seat, lest it should draw on him the 
vial attention of the yellow man. 
fo waited till the train Yan into tho 
Gare da Nord in Paris. é 
Before the train stopped, the China- 
man was on his feet. It had scarcely 
halted when he was dropping out, and 
he vanished from Bunter's sight. 
‘And Bunter, jumping out. = few 
moments later, scuttled along the train 
to find Harry Wharton & Co—with 
news for thera. 


ry 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Gives the Tip ! 
“ERE we are!” said Bob 

Cherry, cheerily. “In Gay 
Parco!” 

Harry Wherton & Co. 
ced up their bags and alighted from 
‘tzain. The platform was crowded. 
Koop wits mo!" seid Ferrers Locke. 
“I say, you fellows——" 

‘rom dear’ Bunter 

“Run away and play, Bunter!” 

“But I tell you— 

Fewors Locke frowned at the fat 
junior. ly he had no inclination 
to land the party with 20 very trouble 
somo, and cumbersome & passenger for 
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the journey to Chin. But he did not 
feel that he could leave tho fat owl to 
his own devices in a foreign city. 
“Bunter! — You should not have 
taken that train,” he seid severely. 
“You are a very foolish and thoughtless 
“Ob, really, sir—" 
“But I cannot very well leave you 
here, to get into further trouble,” aid 
Locke. 


Bunter grinned. 
“TThat’s all right 

coming on to China. ‘The fact is, I'm 

prepared to make the journey, to’ look 

alter these fellows—" 

‘You mistnderstand mo, Bunte 


I don't mind 


cannot leave you hero; I shall ha 
waste my time putting you on a train 
back to Boulogns 
Bunter’s jaw dropped, 
“Oh, 1 say—" jaculated. 
“I will nd a porter Who will take 
charge of you—— 
‘ou jolly well won't!” said Bunter, 
You foolish boy— 


“I'm my own master, I sy ” 
said Bunter ‘doSantly. “1 oan travel 
in France if I like! Yah!" 

“You cheeky young ass—~" began 
Miri a Bi 

“Ob, shut up!” sais antor. 

“Whaat?” 

Shut up 
My esteemed fatheaded Bunter— 
began’ Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh. 

FCheeso it Taky | 

“Banter, you Will go back at once!" 
exclaimed Ferrers Locke, 


“What!” gasped the detect 
“Rats!” repeated Bunter. “I'm sta 
ing hero! I'm going to do as I jol 
well like! Who are yout’ 
M glared at Bunter. ‘Tho 
Remove gazed at him. 
ne 
4 Fattee ole Bunteo velly funnoe !” ho 
said. 
« Locko compressed his lips, Io felt it 
incumbent upon him to seo that the 
fat and fatuovs ow] came to no harm. 
At the same time ho had no authority 
over Bunter, who was not a member of 
the party. Really, it was a little diffi 
cult to deal with Bunter. 
“Well, let's get on and leave him to 
aid Johnny Bull. “Tho fat chump 
home somehow, and if ho 
it will be a blessing for bis 


1 I fancy I can look after my- 
self all right,” said Bunter. “If you 
fellows could look after yourselves as 
well as I can, you wouldn't be running 


doesn’ 


le. 


into trouble ‘this very minute, Leol 
here! I can overlook your rotten in- 
gratitude and rotton manners. Pll 
come to China with you~" 
“Fathead : 
“And take care of you," said 
Bunter. “You need taking’ care of a 
lot of babes. in tho wood like you! 
‘There's a Chinaman watching you this 


yery minute, and you wouldn't know 
if I hadn't’ give you the tip! 
ook here, if you're not jolly civil, 
jolly well’ shan’t tell you, there !” 

“You benighted ass!” ; 

‘The juniors glanced round quickly at 
the endless crowds that were passing 
in the Gare du Nord. Ferrers Locke’s 
‘een glance swept over » hundred faces. 

“What, do you mean by that, 
Bunter?” asked Locke quietly. 

“That's telling,” said Bunter. 

“Yon utterly absurd boy—" 

“There may be a Chinaman watching 
you, or there mey not,” said Bunter 
Inysteriously. “He may have got into 
my carriage, and he may not! I may 
have heard him talking about you to 
aman, and I may not! That's telling !”» 


EVERY SATURDAY 


oo" pitting food 1” said Bob. 
“Ob, really, rry—” 
“Comme with me,” said Locke 
quiokly; and he led the party into a 
waiting-room. 

Bunter rolled’ after thom. Bunter 
was not being shaken off if he could 


help it. So long as the party refused th 


to allow him to join up Bunter was 
Boing to travel Tadeyondtaly But he 
‘vas ‘not going to laso sight of the 
Grevitiacs party. ‘The cash ho had 
Borrowed ia Folkestone’ would not last 
or ever. 

in the duskiest corner of the waiting- 
room Locke turned to. the. fat junior. 
‘Phere was an expression on hin faco 
that ‘might have warned Bunter that 
ielyat fo time for fooling. 

“Now, Bunter ou caw 8 
Chinaman on the traia——> 

“That's — tell ‘Yaroooogh !" 
roared Buntor, aaa finger. and chumb 
tbat fell like 's vice closed on his fat 


oar. 


“Now then, lose no time!” snapped 
ke. 


losing, no time, lest is 
Sow. errors" Looke “listcoed” tans 


oh 
re is no doubt that we aro 
watohed,” said Locke, when the fat 
junior bad finished. “At what. station 
‘did this man get on the train, Bunter?” 
Bunter. 


“ Pas-enoore,” 

“ Wha-aat ( 

as este 
4 mean, you young 
sat” ratclsftaol Locke" +Y caked yor 
‘name of the station where the man 
boarded the train.” 

“Well, Tye told you the name of the 
station,” said Bunter. French chap 
in the carriage told mo it, The name’ 
Foveoore. gos it from a French- 

acs ead it pon be all right!” 


“Bleue if Fi 500 anything to cackle 


ar ‘Buster. “1 suppose 
Sreackiten wonll tasw tes neuer ot © 
She stations on & French line, 


You fat duraeay —" 
"Oh, ‘really, Wha 


“1 don't think you've got it 
right, Wharton! I fancy it was tho 
‘ame of tho station.” 

“You burbling bandersnatch 1” 

“Did you not hesr the porters call- 
ing out ‘the station | Locke. 
‘as iy ‘somebody. yolling  somo- 
jag, like, um-yong, 

soihething,” said Duntor, 
‘nage of Ife abation was—' 
“Amiens, I suppose,” anid Fercers 
Locke. "Thay must have got the maa 
08 the Continental telephone whilo we 
Channel, And’ the 

‘Bunter! 

“You, lev got out just before I did. 
He onmo sil tho way from Pas. 
‘encore—" 


brow. wes wrinkled 
ought «The Juniors waited in 
+3 him to speak. 
ft was cloar now that an emissary of 
the Mandarin Tang Wang had tracked 
thom to Paris, " Undoubtedly they 
would be watched in the crowds that 
poured out of the Gare du Nord. 
had geen nothing of the China 
man; he had beon carcful to keep out 
of sight. But they knew now that they 


would be watched leaving the station, 
and followed to-the hotel where they 
were to rest for the night. 

{Come said Locke, 
minutes reflectic 

‘The juniors. followed him, and, 
rather to their sarprise, he led them to 

© sallo-a-manger, Bunter, of course, 
rolled in and sat down with the rest. 

Locke ordered ths meal; but he did 
not sit down. 

emain bere," be said, “I will 
rejoin you, sh 

‘elt the station dining-room. 

ily Buntor grinned at the juniors. 

‘I ssy, you fellows, you'd better per- 


after a few 


suado that ass Locko to ask me to 2, 


come along with you! You won't be 
rithout mo, you know.’ 
ches it, Bunter P 
‘suppose Lacks's paying for 
Frome ee 


arty 

‘And ho did! 

Herry Wharton, & Co. also, made. & 
= gee mot sy had expected to dine 
st the hotel in Paris whore they were 

to stop the night; but, apparently, 
Locko had mado somo change in his 
plans, after hearing Bunter's news of 
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LEATHER POCKET WALLET. 
‘To Study 1, 
rolled, 


Bunter once 


2 jot heaps more wallets, 90 
E pile in with your efforts, chums, 
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tho Chinaman on the train, Possibly he 
Intended 2 continne the fourney sith, 


‘meal while. there 
was time. Anybow. he had told them 
to feed, so they fed. 

Locke rejoined them in about a 
quarter of an hour. He sat down, and 
inished tho dinner with them. 


“You've 8] the »py, sir?” Bob 
vepturad tran (ne ""% S#T” Bel 
‘Locke shook his heed. 


“No; he is keeping out of sight," 
answered. ve, however, tae 
some measures which I think will leavo 


him. guessing. When sou boys are 
finishod—” 

“Finished !” said Harry, at once. 

“Tho faishfulness is terrific ! 

mu fellows, I haven't 

protested Billy Bunter. 
shan’t b> Ginished for another 

What's the hurry?” 

“There is no hurry for you, Bunter, 
unless you desire me to put you on the 
Boulogne before we leave,” 
said Ferrors Locke, 

No jolly fear!” 

“Thon you may stay and Gnish your 


meal at your leisure.” Locke rose from 
the table. 

‘ Fee you'd better scttle with the 
waiter before yoa go.” said Bunter. 


“That is all right.” 
“Good! T'l give a dew more orders 


now, so you'll know what the bill will 
come to," said Bunter kindly. 

Locke’ smiled Bunter's few 
gedors wo the wasnt slicer wore Con 
fable again,wes if a whole party wete 
to sit down 'to dinner, Locko asked for 
the “additional,” and paid it, and left 
the esllea-manger with the ‘chums of 

1@ Remove. 

Buntor grinned after them, with his 
mouth full 

“Silly asses!" musraured Bunter. 
“‘hoy think I don't know that they're 
putting up at’ tho Hotel Soleil d’Or to- 
pigut! He, he, he! As if T didn’t hear 
Locke say that ho'd booked the rooms 
by ‘elogreph. He, ho, he! Billy fom 


‘And. Buntor, assured in his fat mind 
that “he, could rejoin, th Groyfriars 
pasty (at the ‘hotol where the “rooms 

d been booked, at any timo ho liked, 

his whole undivided atten: 
tion to fooding. 

‘The “garcon” who was attending 
Bunter gazod at bim with interest and 
eurprise, which gradually increased 
the fat ‘owt packed away the footstuts, 
acquainted his follow.gareons, with 
HS Sotaseseoon: ant teget all gcacters 
the waiters turned their eyes on 
Bunter, in wonder, admiration, snd 
axe. 

Hoedless of them, Bunter continued 
to feed, till the garcons really began 
to doubt whether ho would not have to 
bo taken away in an ambulance when 
he had finished—if he ovor did finish. 

But ho finished at last, With happy 
and astisfiod feeling of fulness under 

ample waistcoat, Buntor rolled o 
Many eyos wore on him as ho went, 
‘and ho hoard his waiter whisper to 
another 
*Voyer,co gros cochon !" 
Bunter had'no doubt that the garoon 
fas struck by his good looks and 
distinguished appearance, and was ex- 
prossing his admiration. ' Had he boon. 
aware that the waiter was tolling big 
confrere to “look at that fot 
Senter’ perhaps would not havo fase 
ploased. At peace with himself and 
with tho world, Buntor rolled out of the 
salle-a-manger and mado his way from 
the Garo du Nord. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER, 
‘A Change in the Programme ! 


ERRERS LOCKE stopped at a 
FEF large car Chet was dean up CO 
the 


ramet ‘The bags, were 


vf he, ck 


Tt glided swiftly away from tho rail- 
way station, threading its way amon 
the busy traffic. Locke glanced several 
times through the little pane at the 
back of the 

‘A taxicab was following closely, 

The juniors asked no qucstions. “They 
looked out of the windows of tho car 
with interest at the busy streets. 
Whether they were going to the Hotel 
Soleil d'Or, as previously arranged, or 
for the Gare du Lyons, to con- 
inue the journey south by train, they 
did not know. ut when they crossed 
the bridge over the Scine they knew 
that they were not going to either. 

Every fellow in the oar glanced back 
in turn and saw the taxicab that was 
following. 

There were innumerable taxicahs 
careering sbout the crowded  strocts, 
and they all looked much alike; but 
they knew the vehicle which had loft 
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the Northern Station after them. Tt 
clung to thom in the densest traffic; 
occasionally it was lost to view, but. it 
slivays popped up again. And when the 
car reached the outer boulevards, where 
the trafic was less dense, the taxi 
romained continually in sight. 

They could see that there was 
Passenger inside; but of him they had 
the merest glimpse. 

“That _johnny’s 


following us _all 


right said. Bob Cherry, “and he jolly 
we doesn't mean t' lose us, “Mr. 
oe 

"Nob if he can help itt” assented 


Ferrers Locke, 

“Y don’t 100 how he’s to be provented 
from trailing us to the hotel, if wo 
fe, there atid Bob, doubtflly: 

“Exactly |” Locke smiled. “Bo we are 
nog, going, there.” 
pron we're going on southt” asked 

arty. 

“That is tho idea.” 

“But what's to stop that merchant 
from following us to the southern rail- 
way station?” asked Johnny Bull, 

@Nothing; it we were going there.” 
“We're passed the Gare, du Lens, 
haven't we?” asked “We've 

the river now. ‘i 

"Yes; and wo shall be outside Par 

& few minutes more,” said Ferre 

ake, Ho laughed. “You 200, tho 
‘apy naturally expects us either to go to 
‘an hotel or to the station for the south, 

t is why I have planned a third 
course. Wo aro going on by car.” 


to Lyona ata good. speed. 1 doubt 
whether" a Paris taxteob" will follow 


“Ha, ha, ha?” 

‘The jumlore. chuckled, Tt was pro- 
bablo that tho spy, following in the 
tari, was pursed 
airy being fr th cular bolprer 

gar. was pic nom, 
fhe tact td to go all out to Roop 


it ing 
“Oh, my bat! What » sell for that 
taman!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “I 

fancy, ho will bo wanting to kick himself, 
toon.” 

“Mistee Locke velly cloves!” mur- 
mured Wun, Lung. 
“But they'l) guess whore we'ro hoad- 
ing for by this time,” romarked Harry 
Wharton, “When we drop that rotter, 
Mr, Locke, he will very likely take the 
train south and try to pick us up again 
at the station—Lyons, or Dijon, 
or, Marseilles,” 

“Probably,” assented Locke, “and for 
that reason, ‘we shall not go’ near any 


of the stations of the Paris.-Meditor- 
ine. It will tako longer to 
ears but it is 


My business 
5 safely over to his 
father at Canton, and for that reason, 
T must avoid, 0 far as possible, any 
encounter with the friends of the Tang 
Wang on the journey.” 

Locke made a sign to the French 
shentene, and the car leaped into faster 


speed. 

Looking back, the juniors could see 
the Paris taxicab, ‘straining every 
nerye, aa it were, to keep pace. 

They grinned Cheerfully. 

While the spy had been watching for 
them to leave the station, Locke had 
telephoned for a powerful car to con- 
tinue the jou ja counter-move which 
tho spy certainly had not looked for. 

Bo hed followed them in the taxi, 
‘expecting to trace them to an hotel, or 
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‘already at secing his “ 


to the Gare du Lyons—the station for 
the south 

Pomibly it had not yot dawned on him 
that Fervors Locke tad ebandoned the 
railwaye 
that Boo 


‘At all events, he bung on the track 
of the car, though it wes certain that 
if it came to a race the taxi had no 
ghanca. Indeed, before long it was 
fairly certain that the taxi-driver would 
have to halt somewhere for a renewed 
supply of juice” 

#Wolte dropeing hin’? shusifes Bob 
re dropping his!” ol 
> staring from the little wind: 

bre eis’ mk etal 

“The dropfulness is terrific.” 

‘The taxicab was small in the distance 
now." Paria wes behing, and the car 
was stretching at a high speed alongs 
broed country road. ‘ihe fueamer duck 
wes falling now. 


Faster and faster they flew, and the 


Pursuing taxicab dropped quite out of 
te 

‘Unpursued now, the car ran swiftly 
on to the southward, with the lights on, 
gleaming through the falling dark. 

‘As the evening grew older, the juniors 
fell into silences” and 2 


some of them 
dozed ccoasionally. It was about ten 
o'clock when ran at a more 


moderate speed through wide streots of 
. Sie, and Bob ‘Cherry opened his eves 
7 


“We're not stopping?” 
“Ne 


, Locke glanced round at the sleepy 
juniors with a faint smile. 
“You are tired, I am afraid,” he 
remarked. 
“Not a bit” 
Wi for the run 
to Marseilles, if you 
“Yes, rathor !? 
“Tho tirefulness is not preposterous,” 
said Hurreo Singh 
“Shall we keop on to Marseilles, Mr. 


all the way 
like.” 


Locke?” asked Wharton, 
Locke shook his head. 


Tho Greyfri 2 
half asleep in the car when it stopped 
at Test, some miles past Macon, at a 
village’ inn. A bowing innkeeper 
welcomed the tired party in, and they 
were glad enou a ‘supper 
to get to their 

“Oh, my hat!” Bob Cherry exclaimed 
madenly, as they were going upto bed, 
"Pa forgotten Bunter. I wonder—" 

“Bunter is all right” said Ferrere 
Locke. “I have no doubt he willl have 

io to the Hotel Soleil d’Or in Paris; 
fio knew that we were booked to stop 
there.” 
“Only be won't find us there—” 

“I phoned to the hotel from the Gare 
@u Nord and mentioned Bunter. If he 
arrives there ho will be taken caro of, 
an gent home to-morrow.” 

The’ juniors were too tired to think 


‘8 fellows wero moro than 


uch about even so important a person 
‘as Willige Geo ‘They turned 
into bed and Tike tops. 


said Bob sturdily. ri 
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THE NINTH CHAPTER, 
Left Behind ! 


SPBSAXI, monsicur?” 
“Wee, wee!” said Bunter, 
which was. Bunter's way of 
Saat wes eatin Von fill-aad very: 
unter was feeling very ful 
comfortablo es he rolled out of the 
Gare du Nord. 
‘Ho rolled into the taxi and sat down 
mith a grunt. Ho was, perhaps, feeling 
& little too full. : 
'Solly Door! he said to the taxi- 
driver. 


“Comment?” 
“Selly Door ” repented Bunter irit- 
ably. Ht was ittiteting to any traveller 


to find the French so ignorant of theit 
own language. 

The taxi-mon looked perplexed. 

“Hotel Solly Door!” said Bunter, 
raising his voice, “Seo? Allex—gottor 
vous on—gettes a move on, s60? Shifter 
vous! Goes to the Hotel’'Solly Door !” 
_ The taxi-man, with © sorf of mental 
jump, grasped it, 

“Ah, ca! Hotel Soleil d'Or! C'est 
ca! Jo comprends parfaitement, mon- 
sieor! “oui!” ‘ 

‘And the taxi drove away with Bunter, 
threading busy streets, and finally stop: 

g ata quiet hotel in the Luxembourg 
ater. 

Bunter rolled in, after paying his 
driver. He had no’ baggage to 
ried in, Experienced, travollers always 
travel lights but in that line, Bunter 
beat the) most experienced of travel 


prised 


“Jo church may sammy, keo song 
said Bunter, much 'to the be 
yrment of s: French clork. 

‘The perplexed young man did not 
ren know that Bunter was saying “Je 
chercho mes amis qui sont ici.” He did 
not een seem to know that Bunter was 
speaking French st all. 

“HI song. easy,” continued Bunter. 
“Mr—that is, Monsiour Locke, and siz 
kids—six enfants. “Song easy.” 

“Lseko!” | ‘The jan caught 
that name with which he seemed ac 
auainted, “Monsieur Locke!” 

“That's it!” said Bunter. “Ferrors 
Locke! Seo? I mean, voyezt? I sup- 
pose he's here. Jo suppose he fe ic,” 

‘The man. in the bureau beckoned to 

jonaire, spoke to bim in 

French that was too deep for Bunter, 

and signed to Bunter to follow the man, 

Bunter followed him cheerfully, He had 

no doubt that he was being led to the 
Greyfriars party. 

He was shown into a room, where the 


commissionaire addressed a fat gentle- 
man, whom Bunter supposed to be the 
manager of tho hotel, ‘To Bunter'a 


feliof. thie gentleman addroued him ia 
English, Bonter was sick of talking 
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to French people who did not under- 
stend their own language. 

““Bonsoiz, monsiour!” said the fat 
gentleman.’ “Good-evening, sair! You 
‘fg, perbape, Mister Bunter?” 

“No it,” answered th 


‘Bh! He is not here.” 

‘Blow him, then,” said Bunter. “But 
it, doesn’t really ' matte: about him. 
Whore aro, the other, fellows?” 

“Thore is no one.” 


suppose they came 
oF 


7) 
“No, sir! Monsiour Locke has tele- 

phoned that they do not come,” ox- 

plained the manager. “‘There has been 

a chango for somo reason, ead thoy 

do, not ‘come cher nto.” 

“Oh crikey | 

“But Mr. Locke he mention you, 

sain,” said the man- 

ager reassuringly. 

“He give instruction 

that you stay night, 
and in morning you 

shall be placed, sate 

in train to Boulogne 

to return to Angle- 

torre.” 

Billy Buntor 

blinked “at the fat 

man. 

Ho could not speak 
for « moment ot two, 
his feelings were too 
deop for speech. 

“Oh crumbs!” ho 
gasped at last. “The 
otters! ‘Thi 
bensta | aay, 

font they stayin 
the night in Paris 

“Here they are not 

id, the 


But for you sair, ali 
i tout! 1 
havo tho instructions 
of Mistor Lock 
‘You sleep, you catch 
‘train, Yoo! ‘That 
is all right. 
“In itt” 
Bunter hotly. 
It might be all 
right from the point 
of view of the Groyfriars party. Tt 
was not all right from Bunter’s point 


anid 


of view. 

He had not, the slightest intention of 
returning to England. He wes bound 
for Chins. 

Forrers Locke had kindly stranged 
for him to be taken care of for th 
right and safoly started for home in 
the morning. Bunter did not feel even 
 tinctuee of gratitude for that kind- 
ness. 

“Tt is all understood, yost”” asked tho 
manager. 

“No jolly fear 
Wilig gest to inplantt 
going gack to Englan: 

eee 

fool * explained 
it 1 Dre 


aro they?” 

“Jo no sais pas!” | The mansger 
shrugged his plump shoulders. “I know 
nogzing, monsiou 

‘Have they gone ont” 

“1 know nozzing.” 


“Just like the beasts to go on and 
leave me behind!” exclaimed Bunter 


wrathfully. “Ungrateful rotters, after 


all I've done for them. Telk about 
the thankless tooth of a serpent! Well, 
thoy'ro jolly well not leaving me behind, 
see? 

‘Tho manager shrugged his shoulders 
“Tm jolly well going after them,” 
gaid Bunter indignantly. “I suppose 
T can gct a train tonight for 3 
seilles.” 


“Certainly. But Monsieur Locke say 
on, the telephone—” 

“Blow Locke!” 

Another shrug. 

Billy Bunter reflected for s few 
moments, the fat gentleman watching 
bina wit ightly amused emile. 

He was not going back, thet w 


certain. Tho party hed gone on—! 
was suro of that. Well, ‘Bunter was 
Boing on, too. 

If-he failed to find them en route, 
ho knew what to do when he got to 


on 


Marseilles. The steam yacht Silver 
Star was to mect tho p-r'y thera, as 
Buntor kyew. Alt Ve, had ‘to do "was 
to get to Marseilles and find the Silver 
Star. But he had to be swift, he 
réalised that, ‘It would not be much us 

to arrive at Marscilles and find that th 


to fall in with Mr. Locke’ 
arrangements for his stay in Pi 
the night, 

“You stay the nigh 


soir?” 


asked 
the inenepoey lnteettpting, bis Yoos: 


tions. ‘Monsieur Locke he sey—"" 
“Lecke’s paying my bill here?” asked 
Bunter 
“Tout ost_arrange—all is arranged— 
yea, sait! That is all right.” 
Bunter regretted that he was not 
hungry. But alter that tremendous 
feed at the station, even Bunter was not 
capable of stacking away another. 
Still, es Mr. Locke had arranged to 
pey bis bill at the hotel, it was « pity 
to waste it. Bunter bad noze too much 
cash in band. besides, he did not believe 


3 


in spending his own money if he could 
help it. 

“Well, look hhere,”” he, said. 
right, I'm going on. ‘There's been 9 
misunderstanding. ‘Toll your man to 
call mo a taxi, and T'R have some coffee 
while I'm waiting. And let the waiter 
get, me @ bundle of sandwiches for the 
train, I've no time to lose.” 

“Comme vous voulez, monsieur.” 

“You will put it down to Locke, of 
course,” said Bunter. “You ‘may as 
well put the taxi fare down to him, too. 
T suppose you know Locke?” 

‘Tho manager emiled. 

“But very woll,” he said. “Monsionr 
Locke, he often star; he is ono 
honoured guest. Oui, je connais 
Monsieur Locke ! 

“That's all right, then,’” said Bunter. 
“T suppose he told you ho was footing 
the bill here. ‘That includes taxi- 


“Tes all 


af 


From all quarters the waiters turned their eyes 
Bunter, in wonder, admiration and awe, 
‘as the Owl packed away foodstuffs | 


cabs, of course. 
coffee.” 

Bunter had his coffee, and, was pro- 
vided with sandwiches, and a taxi- 
gab bore’ him to the Garo du Lyons—at 
Mr. Locke's expense. Ho found a little 
difficulty in getting a ticket for 
Marseilles, being confronted again, with 
tho difficulties caused by tho French not 
understanding their own langiiage—as 
spoken by Bunter, But he got it at 
Inst, and an obliging, porter conducted 
him to the train, and waited with ax 
expectant expression on his face after 
Bunter had clambercd on board, Bunter, 


Now Till bave some 


however, had no money to waste on tips, 
and the man was loft looking expectant, 
‘The train rolled away with Bunter. 
He settled down in # corner seat com- 
fortable. His resources would not rim 
to a sleeping-berth, even had onc heen 


Srallae at momnts notin.” But he 
Sos prepared to sleep in the enrriage, a 
Inany others did. And. his fellow: 


assongers, as the night grew older, 
ore. treated to. musical ‘effets. wall 
known in the Remove dormitory at 
Greyfriars—tho rumble of the tain 
being almost drowned by the deep and 
resonant snore of William Goorge 
Banter. 
(Continued on page 16) 


(Continued from page 13.) 


THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Mr, Wu Wants to Know ! 


ILLY BUNTER awoke. 
Jt was not the jolting and 
langing, of the, train, that 
awatoned him, When Bunter 
ras sleoping, he was proof against such 
trifles. 

But’ something hy fakened him; 
and he sat up, sot his spectacles straight 
on his fat little nose, and blinked round 

‘Thero wore three other passengers in 
the carriage. Two of them wore French- 
men, fast-asleop, with their chins sag- 
ging on thoir hosts. ‘The third, 
ting in the comer seat facing Bunter, 
was leaning towards him, and Bunter 
roalised that it was = shake from this 
individual that had awakened him. 

Ho blinked at the man indignantly. 

jumped. ‘The shake had 
‘ened ‘Bunter; but ho wns yery 
wide awake a8 soon as ho saw the faco 


Of the Dasener opposite 
He Waow that face, with its yellow- 


ivory comy Bxion and slanting eyes. It 
was the the Chinaman who 
had got on, nthe P Pat 
Bunter blinked 
diopping, 
fond not agen the man, since get 
ting ‘out at the Gare du Nor 
in head eee forgotten his existence, 
ye Chinaman did not seem to 
nae forge Bunter. He had taken 
10 oti of im whatavor in the Faris 
but ho had, of course, seen 
that time he ‘had not shown 
Now it 
he was 


Buntor knew that from tho 
ning oyts. 
ammercd Bunter. “Did 


a. 
+ ie your cheek sald Bunter, with 
an attempt. at bluster, “What “the 
thump do you meant” Who are you!” 
“Ry name is Wut” said the Ghina- 
man, 


“Well, I don’t know you, and you 
don't know mo,” said Bunter., “Lommo 
alone! I want to go to sleop. 
“You will please to retasin a1 
honourable sir!” sad Mr. Wu. “Now 
that the others aro asleep we may talk 
Probably they would not undorstand 
English; but speak in a low voico, and 
do not awaken thom." 
“Look here—~" 
‘Tho Chinaman mac 
sino!” he anid. 
for second, a revolver 


Jeers pocket “It disappeared again 
at once. it was enough 
‘He shook like a fat jelly. 
“I—T sey, wharrer you up tot” ‘he 


gisped. “IT say, what do Sou want? 
fou lemme alone.” 

“'T havo no intention of harming you, 
honourable sir!” said Wu,eottly. “But 

‘desire speech with you.” 

Bunter did not desire speech with the 
Celestial, But it was oot a matter of 
choice with Bunter. 
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He sat and blinked at him. 
warned tho Greyfriars party at the Garo 
du Nord, and evidently they hed dodged 
the spx. and dropped him. No doubt he 
Was going on south, in the hope of pick: 
ing up their traces again. No doubt 
the enemy guessed that Wun Lung was 
on his homeward way to China; but of 
the route to be followed they could 
Know nothing. Certainly they could 
know nothing of the yacht that was 
Waiting at Marseilles, 


is, was going on 
‘But it was a very 
faint chanco of picking up the traces of 
arty crossing Franco by car, their 
Gestination unimown, oxcept that ik must 
be some Mediterranean port. 
“You know me, I think?” went on 
. “You were 


‘Oh! No! I—T mean—” 

“You sat beside me,” sai 

At was not much use denying it, 

Svat that time,” ssid Mr. Wu, “I was 
that you had any connoction 

Locke.” 


Wu. 


“You were seon speaking to Mr. 
Locke at the Gare du Nord,” ho sni 
“Watching Mr. Locke, I saw you, my 
MONT? gasped Ba 
“Ob!” junter, 
He understood now. In the Paris 
train Wu had. not ‘suspected for a 
moment that his fat, fellow-passenger 
had any connection with the Greyfriars 
party. But naturally he had tumbled 
it at onco when, watching them, he 
Bunter join them at the Gare du 
Nord, 
“I think perhaps you gave them 
warning,” pursued Wu, “for Mr. Locke 
escaped mo at Paris.” 


it not so, my honourable friend t” 
may have mentioned—” 
ed Bunter, 


where they are now!” gasped Bunter. 
“I—I haven't the faintest idea, you 
know.” 

“I think perhaps you know more 
than you say,” remarked Mr. Wa, “and 
what you know you will teil me. Mr. 
Locke 't1 led in a fast car, and gave 
me the slij ind when I returned to the 
Gare du Nord I could not find you thers 
—I learned that you had gone. So 1 
take this train, my honourable friend, 
and I find you on tho same train, Tho 
God of Fortune has smiled on mo.” 

Bunter wished from the bottom of his 
fot heart that that particular Chinese 

god had frowned. 

“Perhaps you go on to join them?” 
asked Br. Wu, 

“Oh, no!” 

“But you know their destination?” 

“Oh, nol” 

“They tako ship somewhere,” ssid 
Mr, Wu. “At Toulon, Marseilles, or 

pg at Brindisi. You will tell’ mo 


“Toolong t” gasped Bunter. 
“You are quite sure it is Toulon?” 
Qat Quito” i 
“You are going on to rejoin themt” 
“Ohi Not I—T'm going to—to 
‘Monte Carlo.” 

“it is unusual,” said Mr. Wa, “for a 
boy of your age to be travelling in a 
foreign countty slone.” Tt ig very un. 


Nery probable that 
awe ge rejoin frienc 

irene Tacs ine 

“You have a ticket?” said Mr. Wu. 
“Will you bave the honourable goodness 
to show, me your ticket?” 

E-Pvo lost itt” 

“I am sorry,” said Mr. Wu softly, 


He had tfor it 


“But—bat I say, II don't, know hi 
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Jou do not immediately Gnd it 
I shall blow your brains out, my honoar- 
able friend.” His hand alid into the 
pocket whore tha revolver w 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter, “II 
don’t mind showing you my, ticket, you 
Know. Now—now 1 come to think of it, 
I—T haven't lost it.” And the hapless 
Owl of the Remove displayed his ticket, 

"So you are going to Marseilles,” anid 
Me, Wa, ‘with a soft omile, | “T' think 
perhaps your friends aro not taking ship 
at Toulon, my honourable ono, Are they 
not taking ship at Marseilles?” 

“Oh dear!” 

Bunter blinked helplessly at the calm, 
smiling Chinaman. Mr. Wu_leaned 
back in his seat, ‘The sight of Bunter’s 
ticket had satisfied him. 

Billy Bunter did not feel disposed to 
sloep again. That the Chinaman would 
venture to uso the revolvor ina car- 
Fiago whore thore were other passengers, 
‘and where the conductor passed occasion: 

ly in the corridor, was improbable, but 
it ‘was not improbable enough to reas. 
sure Bunter, What had happened at 
Wharton Lodge was proof enough, that 
tho emissaries of the Mandarin Tang 
Wang wore capable of desperate doeds. 

Bunter roso to his feet at last 

‘The slanting eyes opposite gloamed at 


him, 
Where do you got” asked Mi. Wu 


sof 
em going to havo a stroll in the 
taromered 


‘corridor Bunter. 


ir. Wa. 


ny, 
“Sit down?” 


was 
soft; but there was a glint of menace in 
the ‘slanting and Bunter fopped 


into his goat, again. 

“Mr. Wu did not intend to allow 
Bunter to change his carriage. Appar- 
ently he proferred to keop his eyo on 
the fat junior. 

‘Tho express, rusbod on through, the 
night, Buntor’s eyes wido open 
Wie upestacas’ te te Yranchinen 
in 2 slept reste but 
there was no slumber for Bunter. Ho 
fat wide awake and. wriggling unde 
tho watchful eyes of the Chinaman, liko 
* gory fat rabbit fancinatod by 

‘Tho exprom clattored to a halt, 
® intenso relief Mr. Wu rove to 


.d that tho China 
oaving the carriage or tho tr 
it was not Mr. Wu who was le 
He threw open the door. 
“Get up, my honourable friend,” he 
sid softly. 


“Its said 
Bunter. “IT ey rel don't got, out 
hore.” He blinked at a dimly-lit, 
station, “This can’t be Marseilles, 

‘Mr. Wu smiled. 

“No. It is Orange.” 

Orange!” repeated Bunter, “Don’t 


be an 2 TS. know.” Bunter had had 
William Orange in history class at 
Greyfriars; but it had never occurred to 
his*fat brain that there was a place 
named Orange. ‘Tho only orango ‘with 


which Bunter was acquainted was 
edible. 

“You get down here,” said Mr. Wu 
rently. 

“J jolly well don't!” said Buntor. 
“Look here, what station is itt I know 


ve, Lyons « long timo ago—" 
‘ou step, down just before the train 
starts again,” said Mr. Wu. 
“IT say, I— 


“OF, othéns you would profer me to 
drop you out?” 
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“Bhi Nol No Seped 
Bunter, “But—but T sa stop 
hore it may be hours and hours till the 
next train——” 

“You azo right |” 

“Well, JT shall miss my friends, sou 


fear i” 


jut I shall not miss them,” said 
‘Mr. Wu, “Now, are you ready? If 
you would profer mo to toss you to the 
Blatform—" 

Bunter got out hastily. 

‘As tho train ran on the night 
Pe pe 
Bunter from the window; a ealuto that 
tho fat junior did not return. 

‘Tho train and Mr. Wu disappeared in 
fhe darkaom; and William George 
Bunter was left stranded at Oranne—a 
Helo tewn trom which William 


King of desires hs ti. ok 
Eriko al "Srtogs if Oat was aay 
consolation, 


‘THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
An Unexpected Meeting ! 


W 

“‘fuzn ‘out, you slackors 1" 

‘aw-a 

& Co. wore not up 

Seven tama ey 
rd travel of 


rack, and 
orning, “he weather 
pr ieea eee pee 
Euglena but they found i it very pore 
tibly warmer 

“Me velly sleepy?” murmered Wun 


Lung. 

it of water here—' 
« “Ho Sacs ote = be" hinese 
tuple Sealy, 


estoomod 
Rt torr ae this jug of water 
Roll 


chuckled Bob, “It's nine ofclock | 
anew aw 

Tho ‘ghum of ho Remove yarned 
nd rolled out They, 
breakfast, by gt ory nite, sand ‘ound 
Fetrers Locl saps and 
firellng bolero the tae Baker 
Street danet gave them a ay nod 
and 0 smile. 

Breakfast was Sogenst of, and the 
Greyfriars themselves in 
tiavoar end statted. 


“No sign of the gid , Mr. 
Lesko” ‘kod (eee iam 


Waseem to be clear of them,” sald 


Harry Whatton. “They're not likely to 
pick us up again, Mr, ” 
“T think not,’”'suid Locke,” “All they 


Know is that wo aro heading for a 
Meditorranoan port—for they re urvaro 
by this time, of course, that Wun Lung 
ig going back to Chins. But there are 
plenty of Mediterranean ports for thera 
to choose from, and they can scarcely 
wateh them all for us. YT seo no reason 
why, they should gucss, that “wo are 
‘ing for, Marseilles.” 
“Then we're done with thom?” said 


Ny 
-2 Locke smiled. 
ould hardly Tiko to say that! It 
fa 9 long way t China. But, if wo get 
on tho Silver Star unwatched we have 
at least a very good chance of kecping 
clear of the friends of Mr. Tang Wang.” 
"The car rolled swiftly on in the sunny 


ie 


morning., Many ears appeared on the 
road, and the juniors looked at most of 
them; but there was no sign of anyone 


taking any special interest in the party. 
A good night's resb had refreshed the 


juniors after a herd day's travel, and 
hey (were fooling quite merry 
es, 

‘re we keeping right on 
Marlies tow, Si Ecko ® Bob asked 


grelock, and we may 
Il lunch there.” 

“Orange?” repeat 
of heard of that,” 


“Pve sort 


said Bob. 
“Orange was a principality once upon 


a time, and it belonged to the princes of 
the Fiouse of Nassau, William of 
Orange was tho head of that house. Ho 
derived hie name froin the town where 
‘We shall lunch.” 


“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said 
Bob, “ Tearing some history and 
geonraphy. I shall tell Queich this next 
term at Groyfriars.”” 


‘Tho town is French now, of course,” 
said Locke. “It was annexed to France 

1013, if L remember correctly. Aa wo 
can do s0, without losing timo, itis 
worth while to look at a town ‘associ- 
ated with tho history ‘of our own 
country.” 

“Yes, rather!" agreed Bob, 

When ‘tho car approsched Orange 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS 


No. 10. 
Our merry Grev- 
Friars rhymester 
says it’s no joke 
burning the mid- 
night oil to writea 
poem around such 
@ lazy slacker as 
Lord Mauleverer. 


¥ dear Cousins Clarice and Cora, 
Jemima and Jimmy and 


Felicity, Feliz and Flora, 
And Rupert and Reggie and Roy, 

%o send each @ separate letter 
Would make me all bothered and 

So frankly, I think I had better 
Let one letter do for the tot! 


The bane of a chappie's existence 
Zs having to scribble and seraxct 
To people who live at a distance 
7 with you were all within call. 
Then 1 should be spared from the 

labour 
Of covering skeet after sheet; 
Ud like to be just a near neighbour, 
And say “Cheerio!” when we meet, 


1 get suck a tired sort of feelin: 
On couches I love to recline, 
And count alt the flies on the’ ceiling, 
Then sink into Sumber divine! 
And dream of some country enchanted, 
‘Some glorious land far away. 
Where long hours of lazing are 

‘ranted, 
And lije ts no work und no ploy! 


2S 


itd 


inted out the famous. Arch of 

‘a relio of Roman times, 
juniors teking his word for it, that it 
Was famous, though its fame had not 
Teached them previously. 

‘They stopped at a pleasantlooking 
hotel” in. tho Avenue do PArc-ds- 
‘Triomphe, where lunch was served in o 
shady veranda overlooking a garden 
bright with flowers, with a glimpse of 
the Rhono in the distance, 

Beyond the shade of the veranda the 
sunshine was ablaze; a foretaste of the 
wrath to come, as Bob expressed it. 

Along the back of the veranda wero 
windows, some of them covered with 
green “violets ” or shatters, Somo of 
these rooms, the juniors concluded, were 
bed-rooms, for from ono of 


Greyfriars fellows ate t 
accompaniment of that steady and per- 
fistent’ snore 

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. “Docs 
that fearful row romind you fellows of 
somebody 1” 

Harry Wharton chueklod, 

“Yoo, rather. “If Bunter wasn't 
hundreds of miles away—" 

“ Blesed if T ever thought that an 
iter could 1m a 

Jolinny Bull. 

you got a grampus in that 


(Continued on next page.) 


The feeling grows 
stronger; 

I really can't write any more; 
My yaun's getting longer and tonger, 
And soon shalt stip to the floor. 
And there they will find me reposting, 

Hy fowntaininen sfesped in ay fine 
Aiready I'm dreamily 
Goodnight, everybody! Chin-chin! 


T've just been awakened, dear cousins, 
By a sudden incasion of bees, 
They swarmed in the study by dozens 
And crawled up my arms and my 
knees, 
And now that they're stung me to 
‘action 
TU finish this letter right now, 
vided no further distraction 
Brings furrows to my weary brow! 


stronger and 


My dear Cousins Pawla and Phyllis, 
And Jeremy, Jasper, and Jude; 
Anglia, Ann,’ Amaryliis, 
And all I forgot to inelude— 
I send you my cousinly greeting, 
Sincere, although smudgy and 
spravly; 
And now (0 the couch I'm retreating 
To rest from my labours—Yours, 
MAULY. 
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“Comment?” asked the waiter, 
pussled. 

Bob jerked his thumb terards the 
inlets of tho room whenw camo that 
gargantuan snoro. 

‘The garcon grinned. 

“Monsieur dorme,” ho said. 

“Monsieur sleeps, does he?” asked 
Bob. “He must be 'a jolly sleepy mon- 
‘eur, to be kicking up that row at balf- 
past one in the afternoon. gt over- 
sleeping himself, 1 should tbink. 

“Monsiour ho come verree late,” said 
the garcon in English. “Ho got off 20 
‘wrong train, or somezing!, Ho como 
late and knock us down—" 
piknooked you down" ojeculated 

ob. 


monsieur, he knock us down, as 
English, in zo middlo of 20 


You mean he knocked you 


“Oui, monsiour, comme vous voulen” 
said the obl 1g garcon, who evidently 
‘Was not aware of the tremendous differ: 
ence. between being 

‘You 


ron spread out his hands. 
“Ceilt Nevair have { see one monsieur 
‘eat like zat monsiour be eat! Zen he go 
to bed vit himself, and he say not to 
all him, So be sleep I” 

“Must be some Fronch conneotion of 
the Buntor family, I think,” said Bob. 
“Sounds quite Bunterish.” 

‘Mais, pas Francais,” said the garcon. 
*Zat monsiour ho is’ Anglais, sai.” 

“Oh, my hat! English |” 


“Mais oui, monsiur! Ho speak 
French—veree droll. But ho is English 
oh, you.” 


“Luckily it's impossible.” 


‘The moring from the shuttered room 
axed. Possibly the voicos outside had 

bed tho sleeper, oF possibly he oon- 
sidored it timo to got up, as it was loog 
Past midday. 

‘Tho juniors finished their lunch. They 
remained chatting on tho shady voranda 
while Ferrers Locke went round to the 

go to soo that tho car was in 

readinass to rasumo the journoy. 
ing on. tho rail, thoy lookod 

tho bright garden and heard, 

16 tho shutters of ono of the rooms 

‘on the veranda opon behind them. 

“Wo shall be at Marseilles beforo 
dark,” remarked Bob Chorry, “and to- 
morrow, a life oa the ocoan wave, Iny 
boloved *earors! I suppose Bunter’s sate 
homé by this time. 

“Probably on the Channel now,” said 
Harty. “If he stopped the night in 


im in the morn- 
"Poor old Bunter! 1 suppose he's 
hanging over a basin, wishing be hada't 
seoffed so much brekker.” 

“Ha, ha, hat” 

“Well, I hope he will get homo all 
right!” caid Harry, 
howling ass—” 

“Oh, really, Wharton—" 

It was & fat voice behind the juniors, 
They jumped, ax if electrified. | As if 
moved by the same spring thoy spun 
round and starod at the a 

“Tsay, you fellows — 

And there was » startled gasp from 
six juniors at once. 
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‘THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
‘Another Change in the Programme t 
ERRERS LOCKE came up to the 
eo 


that that is Bunter?” 
“No,” gasped Bob Cherry. 
possible—but it's Bunter.” 
“The Bunterfulness is terrific.” 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Bunter!” exclaimed Ferrers, Locke. 
“You utterly absurd and troublesome 
How id you, get here? 


are you doing here: 
It really was difficult for the Grey- 


“It im’'t 


friars party to believe their eyes when 
they beheld Bunter. i 
‘Bunter way of turning up like 
a bad and ho was os sticky oe 
tus. really was extr zi 
for Bunter could have known nothing 
of the party's intontion to kunoh at 
Or ‘eas doubtful whether be had 
over of. ‘Chance—a wild, 
weird Tanded Bunter on 


‘chanco—had d 
tho-Groyfsiars fellows again. 

Banter didnot look 56, supprizd as 
ths Co, That was accounted for by his 
haying heard their voices from his roont 
before he rolled out on ‘the veranda. 
Certainly he bad been surprised to hear 


Ho grinned cheerfully at Ferrers 
Locke. ~ 


“What are doing here?” 
decaanded tho: detective eteraly. "For 
what imaginable reason aro you at 
Orange, Bunter?” 
“T'aay, ia this place really ealled 
Grange? asked Bunter. | “I thought 
at Chinaman must bo gammoning.” 


“The one who pitched me out of the 
mee 
What train?” 
“Tho Marevilles train, of couree,” anid 


Bunter, 2 
“And what wero you doing in the 
train to Marseilles?” 
“Oh, really, Mr. Locke t” 
“Really—" began Ferrers Locke, 


Ho paused. It was rather difficult to 
know what to say to William Georgo 
Bunter. Words somed to bo wasted on 


that fat and fatuous youth. 

“I say, you fellows, fancy_moeti 
you here} prianed Duster, “You eould 
hhave knocked me down with a feather 
when T heard your poioes 1 want op, 

mt know. It was mi 
When T got in kere. ‘That beast mado 
mo get of the train, and there I was, 

ded in the middle of the night, 
thing shut up—houre to wait for 
another train. But I got a porter to 
bring me to an hotel, and we knocked 
thom up. They didn’t want to give me 
any grub st first—made out that it was 
too late. ‘They said tho kwoe—something 
twas closed for the night—> 

“The cuisine, fathead?” 


“But be’s such a 904. 


thing ‘A 
"He, be, ba” 
“Blewed if I sce anything to cackle 
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there way plenty of tI had » good 
upper, affor aand then turned iT 

‘ought of going on after supper, bul 
felt rather tired-—" 

“You would--after supper.” 

“So T tured ia, and when I woke 
up, heard. you fellows wagging your 

ing. outside ‘my window!” Funny, 
wasn't Gt?” é 

“Well, my hat” said Bob. “We made 
gamete “sopping at Orange for 
und 

“Woll, it's rather lucky, isn’t it” said 
Bunter, "The fact is, I'nn tired of travel- 
ling sion, and Td’ just aa soon como 


‘on with you fellows. You'll need mo 
te protect you: too, far I'm pretty contain 
nll ba watch. 


that that villain, Wu, w 
for your car at Xtarseilles.”” 


i Db, really, Cherry |, X gave him « 
Butt you shah at eae os 
Don't ou bi apple at me, you 


“ia that what you said to the China- 
man 

“Ne To ring that to ! 

is Coa eet! 


bim 
“Novoc!” Shoot mo desd if you like, 
but not » Ho fairly’ cowered 


ler may 
"Then why. do Poe that: by 
will be watching for us in Marseilles! 


went on Buntor. “Orange the 
place; but I thought he was gammon- 
ing!” Fancy a place boing named 
Orange! He made me got out of the 
train, ‘ott, 
I told é 
at Marao 
in fact, 
behind, so that I couldn't warn you he 
‘as on'the track!” 
‘You really guemed that!” asked 
i ca a 
fon meal, » 
“You utterly “stupid boy!” said 
Ferrers Locke. “You have done o 


grest deal of harm. Why did you not 
Foturn home as I directed you!” 

“Well, I've got @ sense of duty, you 
knov,”" said, Bunter. 


at? 
“Sense of duty 1 These fellows have 
treated me yp a "se been 
horrid, ungrateful; as thankless ase 
terpent’s child, as Shakespeare says, 


ong Lage alent to pend 
Ei con't pet oa 
‘without me, es they’lt adait—" 


“Oh crambe!? ) 
“My estoomed idiotie Buntor—’ 
rt expect thanks,” said 


t poree PBat' Pag aot going 
“I Pan 'm not going 
to desert you, old chaps! I'm nok the 


fellow to let ‘you down!” 
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ere any law ie Semen oe ‘Sinst 
porpoises?” aske : 
“Sh, really Cherry 

ke's brows were con- 
tracted. He was evidently disturbed by 
fhe “discovery that the enemy had 
learned the destination of the party. 

“T think it’s jolly lucky for, you, APS 
you've met_me here,” said. Bunter 
Warmly. “That man Wu will be in 
Marsollies before this, on the express, 
‘and you ean depend on it he'll be watch: 
dng Tor goa, and very likely have & trap 
alf ready for you to run into, Now I've 
warned you!” The fact is, you can look 
on me your guardian angel.” 

“Oh erikey !” ‘ 

“Perhaps the meeting is « fortunate 
one," said Locke. “Te may, perhaps, 
undo tho harm you have done by your 
folly, Bunter. Come, my boys ! 

‘The juniors descended from the 
yeranda. Billy Bunter rolled after 
them, “Apparently the Owl of the Re- 
move now regarded him- 
self as @ member of the 
party. 

The juniors looked at 
him, looked at one 
another, “and looked at 
Mr. Locke. They noted 
that the dete 
breathed hard through 
his nose, and wondored 
whether he was thinking 
of kicking Bunter. 

Locke, however, mado 
no objection to Bunter 
entering the car, It was 
rather ~a squeeze with 
tho additional passen- 
ger; but Bunter, for the 
R ent at les ie made 

wolf’ aa small as pos- 
ible, Ferrers 0 
ood, talking to, “the 
chauffeur in french for 
eral minutes. Bunter 
jinked rather anxiously 
towards the hotel. 

“T say, you fellows, 
tell to cut it 
short!" he murmured. 

“"Pathead 

“Well, we've, got no 
time to lose!” urged 
Bunter, | “What's the 
ood of hanging about t 

‘hat blessed waiter will 
be, after me ina minute 


St 
3. 


‘ou——" 

‘ou fat villain!” 
Oh, really, Wharton! Look here. 
iyo Locko a’tip to cut it short, and 
let's get started, I don’t believe in 
wasting money ?” 

“Here's the garcon!” grinned Bob 
Cherty. 
“Oh'dear! I say, you fellows, teil 
him I'm only, going’ little way ‘with 
you, and coming back, seo? That will 
keep him quiet. 1 say—yaroooh! 
Keop your beasily hoofs to yourself, vou 

Tho 


“Monsieur part?” J farcon 
looked in at Bunter. “Voila Paddition, 
monsieur. | BMohsieur a oublie!” 


“What is the silly ass saying, you 
SMe forgotten « 

fo. says you've forgotten to pay 
your bill, my fat bill.” 


“You pay him, old chap! I'll settle 
later. Ow! Leggo, my ear, Bob 
Cherry, you beast! I'm going to pay 


Dim, ain’t 1? Lege 
Bunter paid the bill. Locke entered 
the eax, and it zolled away down the 


Avenue de I’Aro de Triomphe, and a 
little later stopped in the town at tho 
post office. ‘There Ferrers Locke 
descended, and was busy for ten 

He came back to the car, and they 
rolled on out of Orange. 

Billy Banter smiled a fat smile of 
satisfaction as the car whirled swiftly 
on its way. He had no doubt now that 
he was a fully constituted member of 
the party; and, fecling that that dis- 
uted point was settled for good, ‘ho 
proceeded to show. what an agrecable 
member of & party ho could be. 
“T you fellows, give 
‘oom 


2 fellow 
! id. “Don't squeeze a chap 
ike & sardine, you know. We really 
want a larger car,” 

“Shut up, ass! 

“Well, a’ fellow wants # little com- 
fort,” said Bunter poevishly. “You 
fellows never think of s fallow’s com: 
fo 


T say, Franky, couldn't you sit 


“Well. look here. 
“Shut up, Bunter !” breathed Bob, 
“Rats! ‘Mr. 


all. these chaps ean tell you. 
fellow wants a little comfort, If I'm 
going on with this party, I think 1 havo, 
2 right to expect a little comfort.” 

“But you are not going on with tho 
party, Bunter.” 

“Eh” 

“T am taking, you as far as Toulon, 
because I think it my duty to keep you 
under my eye, to prevent yor. fiom 
falling into further mischief, At ‘Toulon 
I shall ‘request the British ‘consul to 
tako charge of you, and make arrange: 
mgnts for your taf return to Boland." 

“And now.” added Mr. Locke, “I 
think you had better say no more.” 

“Look hero—" 


Bunter plumped into the boat and the man rowed away. In the shadow of a packing 


case a slant-eyed man watebed him intently 


‘on one of the fellows’ knees, and make 
more room 


‘There was no reply to that valuable 


suggestion. Bunter _grunted, and 
blinked round discontented; 
“Well, this won't do,” he said. “It 


you fellows think I'm travelling all the 
Way to Marseilles wedged in like this, 
you're jolly well mistaken. A fellow 
expects a littlo consideration.” 

Ferrers Locke glanced at him with 
a faint smile. 

“We ,ere not going to Marseilles, 
Bunter,” he said, “We are on a rather 
longer journey than that,” 

“Oh crumbs!” 

“A change in the programme, sit?” 
asked Wharton. 

“Yes. I have telegraphed to. tho 
officer in charge of the yacht at Mar 
scilles, and he will take the Silver Star 
ound to Toulon. We are goinz to 
Toulon, by Aix. We shall go nowhere 
near Marseilles; and if Mr. Wa and his 
friends ere watching for us there—as 
undoubtedly they are—they are weleoine 
to, watch.” 

‘Good ogg :” griuned Bob Cherry, 
“T eay, 38 Toolong much farther than 
“Marseilles?” asked Bunter. 

“As we are going round Aix, we shall 
probably covor an_extra fifty miles, 
Bunter,”. answered Locke, 


“Or I shall box your ears!” suid Mr. 
Locke. 

“Oh! 

Bunter said no more. 


THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Strategy ! 
HE morning sun shone brilliantly 

‘on the city of Toulon. Harry 

Wharton & Co, would have boon 

glad to take a walk abroad and 
look at the city; but Ferrers Locke had 
eft them with Strict injunctions not to 
leave the hotel. 

Locke had left them immediately after 
breakfast, and the juniors obedicn 
remained’ within doors, 

Tacos wore very. choory; the 
seventh wore a frown. Six fellows wero 
to go aboard tho Silver Stax that day, 
the vacht Iying ready for, them in the 
Petite Rade; the seventh was to bo 
handed over to some responsible person, 
who would seo that he mado the journey 
home safely, and made it at once, 
Which was not in the least what Billy 
Bunter desiced—hence the frown on his 
fat brow. 

He sat silent ant gloomy, buried. in 
thought, ‘while the juniors chatted 
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cheerily, They smiled when they glanced 
at Bunter, Obviously, the fat Owl was 
iinking out somo 
instead of going back; but tho dio was 
cust and Bunter had reached the end 
of his tether. 

“I say, you fellows,” said Bunter, at 


Kell, fatty 2% 
“Wirat's the Freneh for boat?” 
Bateau, ase!” 

“And what's French for yacht?” 


lan for going on 


Sumo as in English.” 
“Sure?” asked Bunter dubiously. 
“Yes; fathoad !” 


have us many as you eam pack away, as 
we're leaving you today.” 

“*Velly nigoo Ieaveo iat ole Bunteo t” 
‘murmured Wan Lung. 

Buntor snecred. 

© You'll change your tune when those 
yellow. blighters got after you again, 
and I'm not there to protect you, you 
Jittle heathen boast” 

“Pattee old Bunteo velly fun 

“Woll, Vl speak to the garcon about 
tho ices,” said Bunter, and he rolled 
Out of the room, 

‘Out of sight of tho Famous Five, how: 
vor, Bunter did “not speek | t0 the 
garcon. He was not bothering about 
fees, much aa thay appealed to him on 
4 sultry motning, He rolled rapidly 
through the vestibule of the hotel and 
gained the street, 

‘Mr, Locko had directed the juniors to 
romain within doors, including Bunter. 
And had Bunter displayed any inten: 
tion of going out, he was aware that ho 
‘would Rave been forcibly restrained. In 
Bunter'p opinion, he had a right to do 
oxactly!as he liked; but. the opinion of 
tho Famous Five. was that ho had to 
do as Me, Locke liked. 


Honce his present strategy. How long 
tho chums of the Remove would allow 
him out of their . 

suspicious, Bunter 
knew that he had no time to waste. As 
soon as he was outside tho hotel he 
started 

‘Crash 

Tt was 2 caso of more haste and less 
speed. Bunter bolted for the nearest 
corner and wont round it like a steam: 
engino. As a nan was coming round 
the corner at that moment, a collision 
was inevitable, 

“Ow! gasped Bunter. 

Ho staggered back from the shock. 
‘The man he had run into sprawled on 
the pavement, with a howl. 

Bunter did hot wait for hita to got up. 
Ho did not want an argument wath any 
boustly foreigner. Leaving tho man 
sprawling, Bunter rau on. 

‘The {allen wan scrambled up end 
stared after the fat junior. Had Bunter 
given him a. singlo look—which he 
hiadn't—he might have been startled. 
‘he’ man, stood | staring “after Bunter 
with slanting eyes, recognition in bis 
Taco. “And as the fat Owl trotted on, 
the ‘man with the slanting eyes turned 
‘aud followed bi 

‘At a safe distance from the hot 
Bunter slackened into a walk an 
grinned, “Ho bad dodged those beasts; 
and if they missed him now, he was out 
Of their reach. Onco or twice he blinked 
back, but there was no sign of the 
juniors in pursuit. And among the 
many foot-passengors Bunter did not 
observe tho yollow skin and. slanting 
eyes of the man he hed run into, He 
had not the feintest idea that ho had 
run into Mr. Wu, and that Mr. Wu was 
following on his trail. 


ntHfe, ho, het” Bunter chudkled. It 
t beast Locke thinks Im going to be 


tent hone, thet, beast Lockels jolly well 
mistaken! I hope he'll row those beasts 
for letting mo get ay 
jelly well right! He, 

‘Bunter rolled on cheorily. 

Behind him, at @ distance, walked 
Mr Wo, quiet, watehful 

Bunter was not thinking of Mr. Wu. 
Had be thought of him, he would hav 
supposed that the spy was at wfarscillos. 


The Record 


Smasher 


Behind the bucking car that hurtles 
round the speedway, erouches the 
slim figure of the dare-devil driver 
His nerves are of iron, and his drive 
ing skill = magnificent. t's THE 
SKID KID Only a tew weeks 
with @ well-known racing firm and 
Jack King, nicknamed the Skid Kid, 
made "reputation lor himself 
jn the motor-cacing world. He's a 
lad in a million, and he'll make » 
great chum for you Meet him 
every week in the smashing series 
of motor-racing yarns appearing 


THE POPULAR 


Every Tuesday. 2* 


"Tus Macuer Lisnany.—No. 1176. 


Get Your Copy NOW. 


Borvo ‘om © 


THE MAGNET 


It would not have occurred to his fat 
mind thet, having failed to pick up 
traces of the Greyfriars party at Mar- 
seilles, the spy had gono on to ‘Toulon, 
with tho hope of botter luck there. But 
for the accidental meeting at Orange, 
Mr. Wu certainly would have found 
what he wanted at Marseilles. As it 
Was, ho was at @ loss, till ho sighted 
Bunter, “recognising tho fat "junior 
instantly, Now he was shadowing 
Bunter, in the hope of being led to the 
Greyfriars party, having no idea that 
Bunter was going away irom them, 

Bunter stopped at last to inguire his 
way. His peculiar brand of }rench 
mado this a little difficult. But by eon- 
stantly repeating the words Peti 
Rade,” he ‘got the information he 
wanted; and.he arrived at last, after a 
Jong. walk, on the water-front. 

“"Batenu, monsicur?” 

There wero plenty of boats for hire. 
Bunter nodded to the first boatman who 
hailed him, 

“Wee, wee!” ho answored. 
@ boat—I mean, a bontoo— 
battoo—a boat, you know.” 

* Bateau! C'est ea, monsiour! V¢ 
said the batelier. 

a Tamaris, a St. Mandrier—” 

“Cheese it!” said Bunter politely. “I 
Rant to aller a yacht named—nomme— 
Silyer Star—soo?” 

“Comment?” 

Bunter snorted. He was getting fed- 
up with “comment.” Every French- 
man to whom Bunter spoke scenied 
have nothing to sey but “comment.” 

“Blow commong!” said Bunter, 
want a boat—je want un bateau—to go 

cht, Anglaie—hore 
ici—Petito Rade—yacht 


yus-on ?”” 


“Je want 
that i, 


yrowds “yacht Anglais 
suficient to onlighte Datel 


waved 


“Oui, 
prends."* 
“Well, if you, comprong, 

2h dood 


monsieur, C'est ca! Jo com 
let's got off,” 
bong! 


Dix francs, monsieur.” 
"Oh, all right! Gettez-vous a move 
on,” 

Bunter plumped into the boat, and 
the man pushed off, and sat down to 
the oars. A slanteyed man, in tho 
Shadow "of a stack of  prcking-cosse, 
watched him intently. Me had heard 
every word of Bunter’s talk with tho 
boatinan. 

It was long pull out to the yacht. 
‘Tho boat bumped alongside, and a face 
looked down st Bunter, 

“Hero, sheer off” called out the man 
looking down. “What do you want 


her 
‘Bunte: blinked up at him, 
Ts this tho Silver, Star? 
Yes. Sheer off 
“Pye come from Mr, Locke.” 
moan eyed him keenly. 
Wait « minute.” 
‘Tho face disappeared. | Bunter 
handed a ten-franc note to the boatman, 
“Clear off as soon es T go on board,” 
ho, said. 


ho asked. 


“Comment?” 
“You silly, ass, clearer-rous off — 
bunkez-vous—shiftest-vous-allen! Allez 


back to Toolong—seo?” 
“Qui, monsieur!” grinned the boat- 


men. 
‘Phe ladder, was let down for Bunter, 
and ho clambered up. ‘The boatman, 
shed off and rowed away. On deck, 
unter found himself confronted by the 
man who had called down to him, and 
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whom he discovered to be the mate, He 
‘was eyeing Bunter very cariously. 

“Well,” he esked, “what have you 
sent yout boat eway’ for?” 

“that's allright” said Bunter; “I'm 
staying. “Mr. Locke told mo to, come 
on board first. I-I'm Wharton.” 

“Qh! You're Wharton?” 

“Yes.” Billy Bunter had never been 
trammellod by any unduo regard 
for facts, and it was possible that Locke, 
who had already visited the yacht in 
Toulon harbour, might have mentioned 
the name of Bunter, At all events, 
the astute. Owl was. teking no risks. 
“Tm Wharton, you know. I daro eay 
Mr. Locko has ‘mentioned me.” 

“Yes, I have all tho names.” 

“Ob, good!” gasped Bunter, glad that 
bo bad] Sot meutioned his own Well 
the other follows will be coming on 

later, with Mr. Locke. Mr, 


Locke's seeing the British consul about 
ome business or other. 
cabin?” 


Where's my 


B; 
strotch of imagination ho could 
‘not, bo imagined to have any connection 
with the enemies of Wun Lung. Mr. 
Groon was awate that’ five echoolboys 
‘woro travelling with Mr. Locke and the 
Chince, and there was nothing surpris- 

in one coming on board before the 
others. "Ho knew the names of the five, 
and Buntor had given one of ‘mos. 


“"This is, your stato-room, sir,” said 
the steward, opening & sliding door on 
the alley-way. 

Bunter blinked round it, 
ini NOt zach room,” ho sui, dispareg. 
ingly. “Still, T suppose « fellow 
rough it, All right 

‘The | steward eyed him —rathor 
‘curiously. 

going ta, have ” added 

Bunter. "vo been travelling & ot 
you know. I'm going to sleep. Tell 
the row not to make a row." 


ry 

“And mind I'm not disturbed, 

“Oh! Very‘ good, sir.” 

Tho steward closed the sliding door 
‘end doparted. Billy Bunter winked at 

is reflection in tho little hanging 
mitror, 

‘He waited quietly, in the state-room 
for” about ten minutes, and then 
sautiously pushed opon the siding door 
and peered out, 

Thore was no ono in sight; the coast 
was clear. Bunter tiptoed out of 
Wharton’s state-room: He was looking 
for @ safer hiding-place. Bunter had 
told the Groyfriars fellows that he was 
sticking to thom from s sense of duty; 
but he realised that they were ungrat 
ful, and that he had better not be dis 
govered on board, if he could help it, 
till the Silver Stet was out at sea. He 
peered into room after room. In ong 
state-room, larger than the rest, there 


was @ table, screwed to tho floor, with 
flaps, and the flaps were down. Bunter 
rolled into that state-room. 


“He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter. 

He raised a flap of the table, crawled 
underneath, and let the fap down. He 
squatted uncomfortably. but a better 
hiding-place he could not really have 

sked for. He squatted and grinned. 


Locke, glanced 
rather ly at the juniors. 
“Where is Bunter?” ho asked. 
“Blessed if we koow!” said Bob 
Cherry ruefully. 
Locke frowned. 


“Yes. 


‘We've found out since that 
the porter saw him clear. As you'd 


told us to stay in, we couldn't go out 
and look for him: 
“T'm glad you did not,” said Locke. 
“How long fies Bunter been gone?” 
“Over an hour.” 
Locke compressed his lips, ‘ 
«Well, it cannot be helped,” he said. 
“If be is gone, we cannot wait. I have 
en 


ANOTHER “MAGNETITE” 
WINS A SPLENDID POCKET 
KNIFE 
with the following rousing rib- 

ti 


fe 


seereehmme ma 
aumption t 

Seat in by Stanley Lowi 
stalin Sree Phas Uver 


Ecevccccncccet src 


made sll arrangements for his return 
to England; but as be has chosen to dis- 
‘appear, I cannot delay the sailing of 
the Silver Star on his account. You do 
not know what his intentions ere?” 

“No; but I’ve no doubt he will turn 
up before we get on board, the yacht 
‘end come along. if he can fix it,” sai 
Harry. 

“In that case, ll will be well.~ 1 will 
leave him in safe hands. If we do not 
seo him, doubtless he will return to the 
hotel sooner or later, and I will leave 
instructions with the proprietor here. 
Now get ready to start. The car is 
waiting.” 

“We're ready.” 

Ten minutes later the juniors and 
their baggage were in the car, and roll- 
Jng away through the streats of Toulon. 


‘The car was closed; lows, 
covered with blinds: and Locke warned 
the juniors against looking out. It was 


evident thet he suspected that the party 
might be looked for. It was likely 
gnough that the emissary of Tang Wang 
had set many spies at work, 

The yacht’s boat was waiting for the 
party at the landing-placo on the Petite 
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Rade. They looked round there, won- 
dering if Bunter was going to show up 
at the bast moment. 


A black stream of smoke was pouring 
from the yacht’s funnel, ‘The anchor 
yeas to come up immediately the Grey- 
friars party were on bosrd. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What is that 
sportsman up “to?” exclaimed | Bob 

therry suddenly. “Looks as iff he 
wants to run us down, 

‘A large, heavy boat, stacked high 
with baskets of fruit, pulled across the 
course of the yacht's boat. Locke, who 
was at the lines, steered to clear her. 
Look out!” ‘gasped Wharton, 

The two boats were passing each 
other, with barely play for the oars, 
when’ the fruit, boat swung in, and there 


Sheer off, you dummics!” roared 
Bob eer 4 
eau, leekakinned, | rough-looking 
fellows, in jerseys, were pulling tho 
fruit, boat, and they grinned at the 
startled juniors. It was plain that the 
collision ‘was no accident. 

Ferrers Locke sprang to his feet. His 
hand went like a Bash to his hip. 

From among the baskets of fruit 
stacked on the other craft a head roso 
swiftly; yellow skin ghimmered in 
the bright sunlight, and @ pair of keen, 
slanting eyes glittered at the yacht’s 
boat. A yellow hand, with a revolver 
in it, was lifted. 

Crack! 

It was Ferrers Locke who fi 

There was @ yell of pain and rage. 

revolver dropped from the yellow 
‘ond. was lost among the. fruit 
askets. With his loft hand, the China- 
man clasped his right wrist, broken by 
the oe aN ‘ 
‘erumba!” gasped Nugent. 

Wun Lung gave a yell. 
cuit fellee Chineo—plenty muchoe 

\inee |’* 

Ferrers Locke stood in the rocking 

at, his face grim over his smoking 
revolver. 

“Give way !” he snapped. 

‘The seainen pulled for the yacht. On 
the fruit boat, Mr. Wa sank down 
among the baskets, groaning. 

“My hat!” breathed Bob Cherry, his 
faco white. “I—I say, he—he was 
going to fire on Wun Lung——” 

‘What you tinkee?” murmured Wun 


ai 
“‘Thenthen they're on our track, 
after all? muttered Wharton. “Good 
heavens! If you hadn't been 90 quick, 
Mr. Locke—” 
“Fortunately, I could see that tho 
collision was intentional, and I was on 
said Ferrers Locko 
“Evidently, they are on. our 
snd that scoundrel 


‘The juniors stared back at the fruit 
boat. It was not following them. ‘The 
boat bumped on the yacht. 

The ineident had attracted no atten 


elready down, and the Greyfriars party 
clamnbered on’ the Silver Star. 

Mr. Green, the mate, turned a 
startled face on Ferrers Locke as the 
Baker Street detective stepped _ on 

‘Tre Maanet Lisrany.—No. 1,178. 


2 


board. He had been watching trom tne 
yacht, and hed seen what had oe: 

“That was a narrow shave, ai 

Locke nodded. 

“Ts looks as if they know.”* 

“They certainly know,” answered 
Locke.” “I had hoped that we had 
dropped them by embarking at Toulon, 
instead of Marseilles. But—" He 
shrugged his shoulders, 
ing with clever men. 
fof S081” tag f ; 

“Only waiting for you, sit.” 
“Then Tose no. time” 

You're doing nothing about 
swab 

Mr. Green jerked his thumb towards 
the distant fruit boat. 

“Nothing! He has something to 
remember me by,” said the detective, 
with a faint smile. “We have no time 
for an affair with the police. Up 
anchor at once.” 

SAY) 8 

‘Tho ‘juniors looked about them in the 
bright sunlight as the yacht steamed out 
of ‘Toulon harbour. “They found that 
Ferrera Locke was acting as his own 
skipper. ‘When the pilot was, dropped 
Locke remained on deck as the Silver 
Star plunged her bows into the blue 
Waters of tho Mediterranean; and 
Harry Wharton & Co, went below, and 
the steward showed them to their 
rooms. 


“We are deal- 
‘You are ready 


that 


‘THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 


‘Only Bunter ! 
“WwW 


TIAR'TON *” 
BION} 
“Your brother, perhaps, sir.” 


“Same name as the, other 
young gentleman, sir.” 


= What-at 

“This is the room.” 

‘Pho stoward had. shown the other 
fellows their rooms: Wharton, 
happened, came last, ‘The ste 
seemed @ little puzzled on heating 
ame, though not 80, puzzled 
Wharton was by the man’s remarks 

‘The captain of the Greyfriars Remove 
stared at him. 

“T don’t quite undorstand—” 

“Here you are, sir.” The steward 
tapped on tho sliding door. “The other 
young gentleman gave orders that he 
was not to be disturbed, sir; but——” 

‘What other young gentleman?” 
Name of Wharton, sir.’ 
Blessed if I understand. Is there 0 
passenger on board of the same namo 
as, myself?” 

“Yes, sir; he came on early, and T 
showed him to this state-room; not 
knowing that thore wore two passengers 
‘of the same name, 4 


— 

“Oh, my hat! But who—” 

“Qh To isn't here now. air,” said 
tho stoward, staring into the state-room. 
Yio told mo that ho was going to sleep, 
az ho was tired. But 
left the state-room.”” 


‘coms to hi 


The steward seemed perploced 
'd better speak to Mr. Locke about 
this,” he said, “when he's not 30 busy. 


I was told that six young gentlemen 

would be sailing with Mr. Loc 

six state-rooms were got ready— 
“That's right,” said Harry. 
“But the other young .gentloman 

makes seven, sir,” said tho steward. 

Foot has two bunks, no doubt 

‘aro it with the other Mr, 


“Certainly, if necessary.” said Harry, 
in wonder, “But this is the frst T'vo 
heard of the other Me. Wharton! Still, 
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T suppose it’s all right; Mr, Locke must 
know about it.” 

a ir. Your, suitcase hes _beon 
room, sir! ‘The other Mr. 
rharton, brought ‘no baggage with him. 
T concluded that it would come with tho 
rest of tho party.” 

“I don't know anything about it, of 
about hin,” said Harry. “Mr. Locke 
bam't mentioned him to'me.” 


“Indeed. sir! I undorstood that he 
had travelled with Mr. Locko’s party 
from Eny 1 dare say you will find 
him in on, sir, as he is not in 


the state-room. 

And tho steward bustled away. 

_ “Well, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton, 
in astonishnent. 

He proceeded to unpack 
wondering who on earth the 
Mr, Wherton” could be. It was pos 
sible, of course, that there were to bo 
other passengers on tho yacht as well: 
a3 the Greyfriars party; though it was 
odd that Forrers ‘Locke had mado no 
mention of the Tact. Jt was still more 
odd that ho had not mentioned it, if the 
other passenger had the samo namo as 
Harry Whartor 


was till feeling, perplexed 
he joined his friends in the 
saloon, where the table was being laid 
for lunch. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wherefore that 
worried brow, old bean?” asked Bob. 
“Did you men know thero was to be 
another passenger on board?” asked 
Harry. 
“Haven't hoard of him. Who i 
“ According to the steward his name's 
tho same as-mino. It’s jolly odd that 
Mr. 't mentioned him.” 
“The oddfulness is terrifio!” remarked 
Hurroe Jamsot Ram Singh. 


“Hallo, allo, hallo! Steward!" 
“Yessir,” 

“Where's your other giddy pas: 
senger? 


“T'm sure I don't know, sir,” said tho 
steward. “But T expect’ ho’ will turn 
up, sir, when the gong goes for lunch.” 
BC is name's Wharton?” abked 


“Yessir; that was the name he gave 
Mr. Green when he camo on board, 
sir. Mr. Locke had not mentioned that 
pee would bo two young gentlemen of 

e satDe ARE 

“Blessed if I can mako it out!” said 
Bob. “It seams sort of fishy to me. 
What was the chap like, steward? Not 
a Chinaman?” 

“Oh, my hat” ejaculated Nogent 
and all the Greyfriars party looked 
stattled at the suggestion. 

‘The steward grinned. 

“Oh, no, sir! A young gentleman 
no older than yourself, sir—a rather 
stout young gentleman——" 

“A—as rather stout young itle- 
mat” ejaculated Wharton, © glimmer: 
ing of tho truth prehkita ion his mind. 
"Bid—did—did ho wear barnacies 

‘Spectacles? Yes, air.” 

“Oh, great pip!” 

“Bunter? > 

«That tat villain!” ‘ 

“My only hat!" gasped Wharton, 
“That—that—that fat villain has had 
the cheek to come on board and use my 
mane 

“Tt wouldn’t have been much use 
using his own!” grinned Bob, “Mr. 
Green must have had a list of tho 
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“Then he’s on board 
roared Johnny 


already——” 

“Oh crumbs!” 

“Findee fattee Bun- 
tee shackss ov = 

Bald? suggest 
Wun Lung.. = 

“We'd better find 
him,” said = Har 
“If it’s Bunter—’ 

“Well, let's find 
him, and see!” 

‘Tho juniors went 
along the state-rooms. 
They looked into 
room after room, till 
they came to Ferrers 
Locke’s cabin, and 
Jooked into that. It 
seemed vacant like the 
rest, at the first 
Blatice. 

“Nobody here,” 
said. Nugent. 

“Unless he’s under 
tho table——” 

‘There was a 
tled squeak, 

von 

“Oh, my hat! 
Hallo, hallo, hallo\” 
roared Bob Cherry. 
“Roll out, you fat 
villain!” 

“I—T say, you fellows, I—I'm not 
hore!” came & gasp from under the 
table. 

“You benighted fathead 

“Oh, really, Cherry—” 

“Roll out, you potty porpoise !” 

“I=I you fellows. A fap of 
the sable : ~ lifted, and 9 fat face and 

Po 


0 
Bunter eagerly. 

“Well, if Mr. Locke would put back 
for anything it would be to chuck you 
ashore,” answered Bob. 
think he will put back even for that.” 

“Oh, good !” Bunter crawled owt from 
under ‘the table, "I" aay, ou lows, 
T've got beastly oramped squatting 
there, Not tho sort of thing a fellow 


would expect when he's given up his 
summer holidays for tho sako of | 
friends, OF course, you fellows knew 


that I shouldn’t let you go to Chins 
without me, Think of the risk!” 

“ You—yor jou—you sneaked 
Aoard ‘and, vased my name!” exclaimed 
‘Wharton, 

Bunter grinned. 

“Strategy, you know,” he explained. 
“T don’t suppose the mate would have 
let me stay on board if I hadn't. I 
don’t mind using @ commonplace name 
as a temporary expedient, you know.” 

“Why, you fat, cheeky villain—” 

“Oh, really, Wharton! I say, what 
‘about lunch? I’m jolly hungry ! 

“What on earth will Mr. Locke sav 
when he sees that fat frabjous foozler?” 
exclaimed Bob. 

“You don’t think he'll be pleased?” 
asked Bunter. 

“Pip-pip-pleased?” stuttered Bob. 
jleasefulness will probably not 
% chuckled Hurree Jamset 


“But I dea’t Ch 


Ram Singh, “I thinkfully opine that 
the esteemed Locko will be infuriated. 

“Well, 1 say, you fellows, yor—you 
tell hime that you were all ia it, you 
know — 


“And—and that you arranged, it all 
as a pleasant surprise for him,” said 
Bunter. “What about that?” 


“Ob crumbs !” 

“Of course, I expect my friends to 
stand by mo,” said Buntor. “That's 
understood. "There's such a thing as 

rude. When a fellow gives up his 
wy8, and refuses a lot of pressing 
invitations from distinguished poople. 
for tho sake of his fri 3 


“Oh, bump him!" gasped Bob 
Fy. 

“I-1 say, you fellows— Here, 

legge! Leg roared Bunter. 

saye—_ “Oh—ow! Beasts) Yabt 

Batters! Yaroooseop !* 

“Yow-ow-ow! Whoosoop!”” 
Bump! 

“Yooooossee9cep 17? 


had just come down. 

He glanced rather curiously at Harry 
Wharton & Co. They were looking 3 
little @ushed after tho exertion of bump- 
ing Bunter. Perhaps, tco, he had heard 
the wild yell along tho alleyway. 

“Ts anything amiss, Wharton?” ho 
asked. 

“The—the fact is—" 

“Well, what is the fact, my boy?” 
asked Locke, with a smile, as tho 
captain of the Remove hesitated. 

“The fact is, Bunter—” 

“What bout Bunter?” 

“Here's here.” 

“Here!” exclaimed Mr. Locke. 

“Yes, and—" 


B 


Crack 1 Ferrers Locke fired, and the 
revolver dropped from the Ching 
man’s hand as the bullet struck his 
right wrlst, 


Wharton was intorrapted, as Billy 
Bunter rolled in. Ho did not, for tho 
moment, observe that Ferrers Locke was 


present. 
“T say, you fellows! Look hero— 
Ow! T'm out of breath! “Look here, I 


can tako a j-}-joko-— Ow! I know 
1 fellows are glad to seo me here! 
fe, he, he! But about that beast 
“Bburrup !” hissed Bob. 
“Ob, really, Cherry! Look here, you 
cam squaro it with that beast Locke! 


I koow he's an absolut blighter 
bat—" 
“ Buptor !” 


“Oh exikey! I—[ say, I didn't sco 
go, Mr. Locke! It aan sazing 
anything about you, you know !”" gasped 
Bester.” "EI hope you don't think I 
was calling you s beast.” 

“1 certainly had that impressios 
said Locke. 

“Oh! No! Not at all! Besides, T 
don’t believe you're half such,a beast 
as you look—- II mean—” 

“That will do, Bunter! Now you 
aro here, you must remain. 1 cannot 
Dut you’ ashore till we reich Malta, 
Say no more, Lunch is ready, my Loys.”” 

It was rather a relief to the Co. that 
Mr. Locke took this unexpected ‘addi- 
tion to tho. ship's 
It was a still greater, elif to W) 
George Bunter, who had had sou mis- 
givings as to whither he might, not 
Feceive tho thrashing ho so” richly 
deserved. 

Now ail was calm and bricht; and 
Bunter sat down to lanch with a cheery 
fat faco. Mr. Locke thougit io was 
going ashore at Malta. Bunter thought 
that he wasn’t! It remained to te scen 
which was right 

THE EXD. 

(Don't miss the next thrilling yarn in 
this grand holiday series. 109 entitled: 
“THE HAND OF THE MAN. 
DARLY PT] you do, chums, you'll feet 
like kieking yourscif) 


ANOTHER VIVID INSTALMENT OF THE GREATEST WAR STORY EVER TOLD} 


THE FLYING SPY! 


Without warning the machine reeled 
Grunkenly, then from the main petrol 
tank a tongue of blood-red fiame llcked 


out! 
Along the Road! 


T ccighty foot the altimeter 
ceased to register, but still the 
machine glided earthwards, the 
only sound that broke tho s 

ress boing the whine of tho wind 

through fiying wires and struts, and 
the muffled drone of tho purring 
engines. 

falb, leaning far outboard and peer- 
ing downwards into the darkness, sud- 
only straightened up and turned to the 
Pilot. 

“T will releaso him when I have 
counted ten,” he said tensely. 

Leche nodded that ho understood, 
‘and, bending down, Falb gripped the 
handle of the bomb’ release. 

“One—two—three—four—" 

Slowly and distinctly he commenced 
fo count, and Lache, ‘his eyes on the 
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navigating officer's face, visible in tho 
dim illumination of the dashboard, held 
the machine on her downward glide. 

S—eight—nine—~Ten!” 

With that final word Falb jerked for: 
ward the handle of the bemb release, 
and, simultaneously, Lache opened up 
his engines with a roar, Back came the 
control-stick, and the bomber swooped 
up into the’ night, 

But it no. longer carried the long 
black box which had been slung beneath 
the bomb rack. Only the ganners in 
the rear cockpit had seen the successful 
fanctioning. of tho bomb release; “had 
seen the black box drop to the ground 
which had been feet only beneath the 
great tyred wheels of the undercarriage. 

And as the bomber roared up into the 
night sky, swi eastwards on the 
climb, the voice of Falb came over the 
short-length telephone which connected 


Through the streets of Ta 
Courban, like some grinning, 
slobbering half-tit, shuffles 
Pedtar Zor, Germany's most 
famous spy, Dent om assass~ 
inating Major Guy Tempest, 
of the British Air Force. 


the forward 
its: 
“Has it falien?” 
“You, Horr Oftien,” ¢ 
answer! “A. good landing.” 
Back towards. the lines. thun- 
dered the wachine. Tt had run 
the gauntlet of shrapnel. once, 
and ‘would havo to run it again 
iefore it 
which lay 
German guns. 
But Lache’ was on his last 
fight, as were those who were 
flying with him, At seven thou- 
xand. fect ho encountered 
first British anti-niroratt barrago 
before reaching — the line. 
Gallantly ‘he trove to. win his 
Way through, but those, below 
‘were detorinined that that night- 
tiser who had won pa 
‘would nok in 1 
‘A wheeling seure 
up the bomber, and be 
could. pull clear another and 
another had. settled on 
Whito-faced, and silent, 
there by his side. Hi 
in the hands of Lach 


and cock 


roached 


10 satoty 
far 


behind the 


The pilot. 
Desperately, Lache threw the 
hnoinbor into & steep sidealip, but, 
«ihe did eo, stabbing, exphodi 
Shrapoct ‘burst. violously with 
iwsid fame. about him.” With. 
out warning the machine rocled 
drunkesty; Brom the ‘mais 
trol tank betwoen the forward 


spread. with frightful rapidity, 
und the machine went plunging 
tihwards enveloped in eddying 


“Thus died Lache—but he died 

job well done, For 

oventy-seven kilometres behind 

where he was shot down lay the 

ng black box which he had 

brought over the lines and 
dropped. . 

And on that box, amidst clump of 
tufted grass, was seated the slight and 
wiry Pedlar Zor, who, in, its thickly. 
Jadded and well-cushioned intorior, had 

en brought over from Germany end 
dropped in France, as had other Ger- 
man spies before 


8 4 
Not until the stars were fading, and 


the first faint light of the coming dawn 
Wag streaking the eastern sky did 


Pedlar Zor stir, 
Rising stiffly to his foct he kicked » 
hole in the bottom of, tho black box 


and dragged it to the edge of m near-by 
fnootlend’ pool. Pushing the box avray 
from the bank, bo stood watching whilst 
it sank silently from sight beneath the 
cold, grey, surface of the water. 
ise ragged posse!" tonaece 
is ditty, ‘ragged pea: rousers, 
Pedlar Zor turned away. Reaching a 
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rough, narrow road, he struck west- of early mornin 


the muffled t 
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suspicious of him. 


B 


And it was when 


ramp— 
wards towards Le ‘Courban, walking tramp—of marching fect. Along tho the eum was setting red towards the 


with shoulders hunched and ‘slouching road it cams, growin 

gait. with it was mingled 
Tn the pocket of his tattered blouse of heavy wagons. 

[pate his papers—oxpert forgeries. ‘They | Round a bend in the road appeared 

him ao being ¢ Frenchman, » mounted French officer, followed by ingly, “of Jacques Lemarquo?” 

Jean Sansterro, exempt from military four battalions of blue-clad marchin 4 

‘servico because of mental weakness. men accompanied by ammunition an 
‘None could ape the grinning, slobbor- general servico wagons. 

ing hall-wit so well “es Pediar Zor; — Bravely they passed, moving east- 

none so Well as he could guiso tho wards towards the line; and the, voice 
ight of sanity in eyes which were watch of tho innkeeper spoke’ by. the side of 

ful and alert, And nono were to know Pedlar Zor, who was watching them Jacques 

that his loose and drooping lips could, from under 10% id 

when occasion demanded, tighten into a | “Ah, there 

thin, cruel line. “Brave sons of 


describe: 


Cunning as a rat and with tho soul will hay 
of a rat was Pedlar Zor, and Zolhoff this w 


‘Tempest. Gene 
And it was of this Killing that Pedlar pas 

Zor was thinking as he 

the road which led towai 


‘his nam 


folt tolorably safo a 


Valance, and 


held the front of his tattered blouse 


true compass, 
eighth 
no 


f an inch across. Ho carried “Ho 


blouse. 


Dawa had como, and tho sun was hig sheath-knife 


svinging op into e sky of cloudless blue 
tho road. wl 


following. | 
down, ‘white-fronted inn. At sight of 
tho placo, realisation came to Podlar 
Zor that he was hungry. 

Turning off the road he 
self on a rough bench in 
building. ie innkeepor—a stout, 
forid-faced man in shirtsleoves, rod 


sated him- 


waistcoat, and 


‘Hai 


ankles, appeared in the doorway and p, Hands in pockets 


stared’ curiously at the neweomer. 


fifo San lay fat behind Ube line, welt [O02 end ploased fndeed was the ian: 


out of the danger zono; but in,'these 


troublesome times strangers lian All day J 
garb wero few and far between. of Zolhoft 

You are early abroad,” growled the jowarde Le Courban, 
innkeeper suspiciously. 0 was called uy 


¥ : 
Pedlar Zor nodded foolishly, loose lips bY military, pick 


Re ts fslabbering hi 
poonty be mobed. °"But none staged his course, none were 


agrin. 


‘The innkeeper approached. 
“Where are you from?” he demanded. 


produced his papers and thrust them 


towards tho man. The latter took them, _«/Br™0M, don ix, British lerritory, Guido eon 

and as ho glanced at them a look of conan ate 

egiet giro iar cag isa 

ig was sad. Poor Regouny drman sls Dr Zale hs guardian 

forced to aden the trath—namely, : 

ic Eglih ond hath as idnapped , Closing the door, 
d stor. 


pity came into his, eyes. 
A mental deficient—ch—a_ lunatic? 


Nom d’un nom, but 

fellow. And it was unlucky, so people 

said, to be unkind to one wh 

possessed of all, his faculties. 
“Wait here,” said, tho innkeoper, 


lat 


10 was not Hara 


returning the papers, “and I will bring of ¢ most eile! importance to Bualond.. The 
Geevrslng the Boe 1 fats capurvel, bet Tapes oa tering 
‘Turning, he waddied away. And the Dilys fer ciceede i eaae he a 


rin on the ditty, unshaven faco of suvars allegiance te as 2 delicate missi 
Bodier Zor held something of genvine Gen o tintttnion tte ae ase fricnaee te, ide Saligate, mission, my 
mirth. How easily gulled were these Sieonhite, Dr. Zoliosy orders Pedlar reanives Pomeate 


animals of Frenchmen. Zor, one of Germany's most 


‘As he sat there, waiting for the food 
of Pedlar Zor, borne on the still air 


in volume, and 
creak and jolt 


lids. 
he said proudly. 
‘rance. By sunset they No. 37, 
reached the line. Many pass 
, but few return For why? 
had chosen well indeed when he had Bocauso always we advance. Le 
selected him for the killing of Guy Boche, he falls back. What was it 
ut 2 ‘They shall not 
And they have not passed, those 
ached along beasts of Boche! They fall back, I say, 
r ‘Le Courban, and the Tricolour advances tly 
During his long years of service on towards the Rhine—” 
behalf of the Fatherland many perilous He broke off. glancing down at his of 
missions had come his way, and often customer. 
ho had walked with Death. But against aloud, carin; 


ces triumphat 


‘Ho had been solilog 

Tittle whether or not the 
ame, in the records of the German stranger understood 
Intelligence Bureau, was not a single — But now he 
failure. For never duri 


tarted back in alarm, 
‘the whole course of 


‘at him. 


ain. But the inn- 


xcept the razor-shar 
thesthneite nthe belt below ble ipiaeh, Mi, at, pile nesriae foarte 
% ing ravenously, using 


‘You did wrong to oncoursy 
Pedlar Zor waa responded his wife tartly. 
im to a low, tumble: “wygys 
humbly, “I did. 
“perhaps he will soon go. 
Pedlas, Zor i 
wont without offerin 
ront of the ment for’ i 


soon go, And ho 
‘2 centime in pa; 
which he hi 

consumed. Masquerading as a half-wit cottage 


e fhad more advantages that 
ie trouser bed a6 the ds in pockets, shoulders bunched, 
ied anay along the and walked towards hin. 

“What do you seek hero?” 

then broke off abruptly, 


thie murderous emissary *mazed gyee. 

the road which led 
More than onco 
on to show bis papors 
ets; and alwi 


back of him. 


Service, 


Glove read on.) 


west that Pedlar Zor reached the out- 
skirts of the village of Le Courban. 


He accosted an aged peasant woman, 


far as the vonomous hate as that in the dark, ligenc 
ng of in ral identity was con- tad epee arin Tateligance “Bar 
for bis papers ‘bore what pure“ Alunost 
posing to bo the official stamps of t} gontrol of himself’ 
reach Military ‘ribunale of Auxeree, Kesper had seen that glare, and it had 
‘Rambervilliers. w* filed his Gabby heert” with fear, "A dirty, 
In tho tarnished brass button which Hurriodl in. front of follow ‘was’ Hans Of 
Pediar Zor a well-illed platter, he bef 
together was a tiny, but wonderfully retreated hastily to the security offered 
neasuring less than three by the interior of the inn. 
ign dangerous one, that!” ho 
ia fat ilo, peering feaxfully 


“But ”—hopefully— role of Fr 


records of 
Bureau, 


‘Two Rogues Together ! 
ANS OFFER was accepted in the 
village of Lo Courban for 
apers—expert for- 

him out. to be. 
ho was a German 


lung trouble. 


: ¢ em irate 
‘And be did not intond to fail now. his life had “bo ‘encountered “such cote, “heguas, er, mio, by wireless 


strasso that Gi 


arrival of 
tho andy patch SE pueden at Os 
ce him th°, untidy patch of garden at the 

him,” Se his cotta * 


Offer thrust hi 


“You? be whispered. 

Pedlar Zor nodded. 

“Let us go where wo can talk,” be 
Then said in a ‘low voiae, speaking from 
‘pon him’ the ‘role the corer of his mouth. 


“The house,” he mumbled question: 


woman stared at him curiously. 
“Tt is there,” sho said, pointing. to 
a wretched little cottage which was 
searce better than a hovel. 
Without a word of thanks, the spy 
moved on, making towards the abodo of 
Lemarque—a man who, on the 
German _Intelli 


‘its 


days of 1915, 
1@ Was exempt 


th in the aaa aland 
rempest” had been 
edlar, Zor bad offered, and had socoptes, a commission 
in the British Royal Ait 
Courban. 


blackgnardly 
a fer, and one who, 
efore his country had plunged 
world into war, had been associated 
with Pedlar Zor in moro than, ono 
cunning and questionable enterprise. 
At that sunset hour which saw tho 
Zor in Le Courban 
ing industriously in 


the 


é Not that he liked dig- 
- Bing, but it was necessary for him, 
innkeoper ovory minuto of every day, to play the 
ench peasant which he had 


Ri 


Without, another word Hans Offer led 


told to hie utter 


Colonel ‘Teorpest. meals. 
Bri 


rant Seered 


his 


of this glorified py 


the way indoors, his visitor following 
him into small and Sith 
" . e-floored, and recking w: 
With shaking hands Pedlar | Zor THE OPENING CHAPTERS. of ale cooking. 
the middle 


kitchen, 
tho ameli 


of tho floor was a 
lain deal table littered with ditty 
lefe Guy Tempea dishes and the remnants of the day's 
" A combined cupboard anit 
ih authorities, dresser, together with a few stiff-bacl.cd 
wooden chairs completed the furnishing 


iy. 
ane Ofer turned to 


ey 
aioriation “What brings you here?” he de 


manded. 
Podlar Zor smiled, and it was a smiic 
not nice to see. 


ig, Batted, tho elle will lurking: ox 
to be brought, there came to the ears Sail {4.04 dropped from a plane tekind the BYE VO Seas 


“ You’ mean?” questioned the other. 
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ing, 
Bec, 
the 
from the front. As tho new. 
comor made no effort, to approach, Hans 

ade into tho ground 


he began, 
ng with 
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“Major 
Podlar Zor. 
Courban?” 

“Yes,” responded Hans Offer. “But 
you will have to work quickly, for to- 
morrow he leaves for tho line. He has 
been granted a roving commission.” 

“And is to tako the air against those 
whom onco ho called bis comrades?” 
asked Pedlar Zor venomously. . “Well, 
he will nover live to do 30. "He leaves 
Lo Courban to-morrow, you say? ‘Then 
Y'will got him to-night 

Tt will bo a porilous task,” warned 
‘Hans Offer. “For British Wing Hi 
quarters here are well guarded, Have 
you any plans?” sei 

“Not yet,” retorted bis visitor, “I 
know nothing of Le Courban, aud it 
‘bas beon itnpossible for mo to form any 
plan without first talking with you, 

yon" assented Hans Offer thought: 
fully, “that must be #0, of course. By 
whose orders are you here?” 

“By Zolhofi’s,” ‘replied Pedlar Zor. 
“And as theso peasant doga in the 
village are bound to wonder who I am, 
we had better first of all concoct some 

lausible reason for my being here.” 

‘And this they did over a meal of 


Guy Tempest,” _answerea 


is ho stil ctaying at Le 


Ah, there they go 1” sald the innkeeper, “Brave sons of France 1” A 


thick bread, and black 


iRer propared | It 
i 


which Hane 


r should be 
illagers by 
of his—a 


hedge- 


roy bottom. 
But I do not like this role of yours,” 
said Hans Offor, shaking “his hesd 


dubiously. “To explain how you, a 
half-wit, bave found your way here may 
‘bo, difficult for me——" : 

“For yout” blazed Pedler Zor, in 
sudden fury. “Is that what you think 
‘bout? Dees a trifling thing such as 
explanation of my presence here make 
You concerned for your own safety? 
What about mo, who will have 
tho ‘British sontriea oo guard at 
Headquarters es the fret step 

asi ‘may well cost ma my 
if I who am taking all tho 

He broke off, glaring across the table 
at Hans Offer. 

“This. role of helf-wit is the safost 
role which I could adopt,” he went on 
angrily. “For if I am caught there is 
@ chance that these British dogs will 


look of venomous hate appeared in the dark, beady eyes of Podlar Zor, 
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nob hola me responsible for my ections, 
My papers are in ordor, and there is, 
nothing to prove that 1 am a German, 
What other masquerade than that cf 
idiot would sco mo through should I 
bo captured prowling around Wing 
Headquarters t” 

“You are right,” answered Hans 
Offer sullenly. “There is none!” 

‘Pushing back his chair be rose to 
his, fect. é 

“Come with me,” he said. 

Ho led the way up a ramshackle 
staircase to the only bed-room which the 
cottage possessod. It was a email 
room, low-ceilinged, and rotten of floor- 
ing.” ‘The furniture consisted of a 
broken-backed chair, an inverted box 
which did duty as a’dressing-table, and 
8 low trucklo bed on which was ‘piled 
8 heap of dirty blankets, 

Waiting until his companion had 
entered the room, Hans Offer closed and 
locked the door. ' ‘Then, crossing to tho 
fireplace, he removed’ s largo. stone 
from inside the chimney. 'Thrusting his 
hand into the cavity he produced « 
small metal box. 

Retracing his steps to the bed he 
seated himself and unlocked the box 
‘with a key which he produced 
from the pocket of his tattered 


rath ho. aid 
olded “paper from 
ison plan of Bri 
Headquarters, het 
Gourban.® 
nfalding the 
spread Aton the 


he wont on, in 


sleoping 
of the adel § 
ildings, 
ro the officers’ quarters. 
‘the. petrol. dump—and 
the somuntate nme, 5 
od map, is it No 
‘Stawn it myself. Bight 
‘has taken mo to com: 


intorested | in 
that,” cut, in Podlar Zor 
‘ily. “Show mo the sentry- 
and patrola, And th 
sere Guy Tempest 


quarters of | 
Hore aro thé office 


have 
ionthe 
plete it—" 

*T am not 


“Tt is hero ho. will sleon,” 

ed the other aullenly, 
ing again the officers 
qnarters. “And here are 


laced, sontries—and, here—and 
“Pedlar Zor nodded and por- 
sested himself of the map. 


Intently Pedlar Zor, studied 
the plan, making an indelible 
ental pote of the position of 
every hangar, hut, and sontry. 
‘Thea, handing it back to Hans 
Offer, he rose to his feet. 


“You think so?” 
grat 


Hens 
fication was vers 
“But, thore~so_ it 


Offer’s 
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., Hans Offer folded the plan and put 
it in the metal box, ‘which he loc 
‘and-stowed away in tho hiding-place in 
the chimney. Then, replacing the loose 
stone which’ blocked the cavity, he led 
the way downstairs. 

‘Tho dirty kitchon was dark with the 
gloom of late dusk. Closing the wooden 
shutter. which did duty as a window 
curtain, Hang Offer lighted » smoky oil 
Jamp, which he placed on the table. 

“What time do you start?” he asked, 
turning to his companion. 

“In another hour,” relpied Pedlar 
Zor. “Tt will be dark by then.” 

“And how ”"—Hans Offer asked tho 
question slowly and_ hesitatingly—“do 
you intend to get this cursed traitor? 
With the gun or with the knife?” 

“With the knife,” replied Pedlar 
Yor. “Tt ia silent.’ Ono swift, clean 
thrust—" 

He completed the sentence with a 
shrug of ‘his shoulders, his thin lips 
twisting intoa malevolent grin—a grin 
which “found reflection on the ugly 
mouth of Hans Offer. 

“And shall you return thie 
cottage?” asked the latter. 

Pedlar Zor nodded. 

“Yea,” he replied, “for two days. T 
have been seen coming here, and sus 
picion may be roused if I leave at once. 
After two days I shall make for the 
Swiss frontior and re-enter Germany via 
Basol and Mulhausen 1” 

‘Hans Offer was silent. And. when 
next he spoke his voice wae strangely 
quiet, 

“What is it like in Germany now?” 
ho, asked. ’ 

Pedlar Zor stared at him, 

“Do, you wont the truth? be 
demanded. 

“Yes, of course. What do you mean?” 

“T-mean that tho truth may not be 
nico hearing,” retorted Pedlar Zor. 
“Yot you are man enough to hear it 
with head erect, We are serving a lost 
cause. Already the tide of war is 
furning against’ us out thero on tho 
Westorn Front, But our people are 
Wonderful—they do not spoak of it 
Always they talk of the victory which 
is to come. But in their hearts they 
know the truth—know that tho German 
Fnglo has been forced to turn at bay. 

id Hans Offer bitter! 


tho first 
Emperor promised us that when the 
loaves were failing in the autumn our 
armies would return home triumphant.” 

Podlar Zor gl _round the 
kitchen: He was alono with this may 
in front of whom he knew he could 
oxpreos himself freely. 

“Those words wero spoken,” he said 
angrily, “by a sabre-rattling fool, drunk 
with the lust for war. Our armies, 
which, were to roturn home triumphant, 
have been wiped out to a.man. Scarce 
one of the old unita ‘remain. Tho 
Uhlans, the Prussian Guards, the Death 
Head ‘Hussars--all havo gone. And 
what have wo in their stead? An army 
Fecruted from factories, street, and 
‘offices; from the gutters and the prisons. 
‘And still we want more men. i tell 
‘you, before the end comes every man 
ahd every boy will be in uniform.” 

fer tumed away. 
it is, terrible,” he said in a low 
“But we are not defeated yet. 


yoice. 
Maybo. if, we could launch one final 
oat offensive we would break 
hrough—" 


“Already plana for such an offensive 
‘are boing made,” cut in Pedlar Zor 
vibrantly. “During the next few 
month we will be content to hold the 
irounil which we have won. But with 


1 Hai 


the spring of the coming your a last, 
desperate cffort is to be made to sweep 
forward to the Channel ports.” 

Thus he foretdld that, great Gorman 
offensive which, on a misty morning of 
Fobruary, 1918, was launched by’ tho 
2nd, 17th'and 1th Armics—an offensive 
which in its early stages swopt tho 
Allied Armies back and back until at 
Jongth the mighty advancing tide of 
fiold-grey soldiers was sto the 
blood:stained bayonets of weary British 
oops, fighting desperately and heroic: 
ally with their backs to the wall. 

‘And Hans Offer listened eagerly whilst 
his companion spoke of it; and ax he 
listened he took heart again. 

“Come,” he said. suddenly, rising to 
his fect, “lot us drink to the success of 
our armies, who do not know defeat. 
You say we are serving a lost cause. 
Maybe. Who knows the future will 
Prove jou wrong!” 

“From the bottom of my heart,” sai 
Pedlar Zor earnestly, “I say ‘Amen 
to that” 

‘Crossing to the cupboard Hans Offer 
produced a bottle of wine and a couple 
Of ditty glasses. Filling cach glass to 
the brim he handed one across to his 
companion. 

‘And there, in that cottage kitchen, in 
the heart of sn enemy country, those 
two German spies drank success to their 
comrades who, in the field-grey of the 
Fatherland, ‘were fighting on tho 


Western Front. 


‘Tempest ” 
ded his scknowledg- 
ments and drained his glass 

“By dawn,” ho said gratingly, sétting 
is empty glass down on the table, “the 
traitor will be dead” 


Suddenly the ‘beam of an electric torch 
was flashed down on Guy's upturned face, 
and dimly the glint of a knife showed in 


the darkness 1 


‘Then, as though struck by a sudden 
thought, he said sharply : 
eating plan of the Wing 
bring it to me,” 
i once," began 
“and I pointeit 


Headquartors 


“But you havo 
the other protesting! 


gut the” quarters of Guy 
Tempest — 

“Bring mo the plan!” cut in Pedlar 
Zor torsely, “and a large envelope. 


‘Thore is a way in which Tcan get thin 
cursed, traitor should I fail with tho 
knife.” 


At Wing Headquarters. 

that sane hour Major Guy 
‘Tempest was goated, talking 
to his father, Colonel Tempest, 
the latter's quarters, 

The boy had been granted a roving 
commission, and was leaving for th 

line the following morning. ‘The grant 
ing of a roving commission meant that 
Gay was attached to no particular 
squadron and could go hunting for Huns 
wherever “he liked, above the whole 
Tength of the battle front 

Daring the litte timo whicl they had 
been able to spend in each other's com- 
pany since Guy had returned to Le 
Courban, the bey and his father had 
found much t6 say to each other. 

Colonel Tempest had learned all that 
had happened to Guy sinee the boy had 
left Le Courban that fateful night. to 
earn ‘tho truth of his birth from the 
Jips of Zolboft himself. 

“And Zolhoft will, never forget me.” 
said Guy grimly. “I know him well, 
and know that he will never rest until 
he has avenged himself on me.” 

Colonel Tempest, nodded. 

“You must exercise the greatest, caro 
and discretion.” he said quictly. 
“Heaven send that hestil ties will, soon 
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be over, and I will be able to take you 
home with me to England.” 

alg to9 fo his feot und held out his 
hand. 

“You had better turn in now, my 
boy,” he said. 1 sce you before 
yow leave i 

Bidding 


fativer mn affectionate 
good-nigit, Guy quitted the room. Out. 
sido, it was a clear,-still night, and 
hefore going to his own quarters the 
hoy walked towards the hangars where 
was, housed. the machino which he was 
fo fly on his offensive patrols over the 
ino. 

Late as the hour was, a mechanic was 
working on tho engin? cf the fast little 
super-powered scarlet Sopyythe scout 
which: was. standing in the entrance of 


the ly-ilumined hangar. 
With appreciative. exes Guy stood 
iy: streamlined 


gazing, atthe ‘beautifull 
ittle scout, the scarlet. wings and fusc- 
lago of which were glistening inthe 
light of the shaded bulbs. 

‘After exchanging @ word or two with 
the mechanie, Gus torned and made his 
ray raipaly towards his quarters. Some: 

he did not know why, he was 
{ellg strangoly restless and ill at 
easo “that night. Perhaps it was 
octuag ho hed Beem talldag about Zale 
hoff. “He knew full welt that Zolhoft 
would ‘exert every atom of intuence 
and povor which be pousessed to hound 
hin down, 

Tt was as cortain as night followed 
day that Zolhoff would strike. But 
whore?” And how? 

Impatiently Guy Tempest shrugged 
his, shoulder 

“Hope I'm not dovelopi 
ho ‘Tauttored, 

Ronching his quarters, ho undressed 
and flung himself down on his camp 
bed. But sleop did not como easily. 
"Pho fooling of uneasiness persisted. 
Somowhero in tho darknoss of the room 
menace seemed to lurk. 


ig nerves,” 


THE MAGNET 


reatlessly. ‘There camo then @ brief 
period of troubled slumber from which 
he suddenly awoke with a start. 

‘He was wide awake in an instant. 


ITCRA 
SPARE A MOMENT AND 
WIN A PENKNIFE! 


J. Lee, of “Passmonds,”” Church 
Road, Thornton-le-Fylde, has 
scored a bullseye with thefollow- 
ing amusing storyette. 
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Tomm ray, Pay when 
{had toothache, you teak me 


to'th ist to get ey tooth 
3 Yeas" 
Tommy: “Well, as ve 


gotthe tummy ae 
etter go to the bunshop 7” 


Now, what about an effort from 
you, chum ? 
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For a moment he did not stir. Instinct 

warned him that he was not alone— 

something or somebody “wus in the 
lo. 
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stealthily, ho commenced to raise him 
self on his elbow, 


‘Then suddenly, without warning, the 
beam of an clectrio torch was flashed 
‘Half 


down on to his upturned face. 
blinded, the boy hurled himself from 
the bed, his outstretched hands cliteh- 
ing at the shadowy form of the man 
holding the torch.  Simultencously, he 
felt Cages sink sickeningly into his 
shoulder, and warm blood gushed out 
soaking ‘his pyjama jacket. 

Desperately Guy retained his hold on 
his assailant and, locked together, man 
and boy reeled across the floor, cannon- 
ing against the table, which overturned 
with a crash, 

Guy's strength was fast cbbing, for 
tho knifo thrust in his shoulder’ had 
bitten deep," But tenaciously ho hung 
on to his assailant until a-savage, 
smashing blow to ‘tho faco chuwd him 
to release his grasp and sent him stag- 
gering wildly back, 

‘Phe man did not pause to follow up 
his advantage. With the swiftness of a 
cornered rat which soes & Way of escape, 
he wheeled towards the door—to pause 


uddenly. with listing intako of breath 
‘as tho lights of the xoom blazcd into 
boing. 


“Pat your hands up!” 

With Read hrust forward. and pant- 
ing, Pedlar Zor glarod for a moment 
at tho cool, khaki-clad figure of Captain 


Stuart, standing, in tho doorway, 
revolver in hand. ‘Then slowly his hands 
crept waveringly upwards, and ho 
turned his head towards Guy ‘Tempest, 


& malevolent grin twisting his cruel, 
thin fips. 

__ “Tt scems,” he said, “that the gamo 
is: up, comrade!” 

(Guy Tempest's had a narrow escape 
from death—but Pedlar Zor's fot at 
the end of his tether. His cunning 
brain has evolved a scheme which wilt 
place Guy in a disastrous position, 
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